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Clyde  
by Susan  
~~~~ 
 
1: Clyde 
 
 
May 22, 2001 
 
 
Mulder pulled over at a rest stop and unfolded the North Carolina map on the 
passenger seat of his car.   
 
Opening the bag of sunflower seeds he had bought earlier at the gas station, he 
pulled one seed out and held it above the map, then unceremoniously flipped it up 
in the air. 
 
It landed on Clyde. 
 
~~~~ 
 
He drove all the way to Durham that first day, his first day without Scully and 
William. 
 
The silence in the car was unbearable. 



 
When he and Scully used to work on The X-Files, when their lives were spent 
together instead of apart, he would often turn on the radio and they would 
argue about which station to listen to. 
 
He wanted to hear the rock classics...the Stones, Led Zeppelin, The Who. She 
wanted the classical classics...Mozart, Tchaikovsky, Beethoven. 
 
Ultimately, they'd end up listening to National Public Radio, that is, until she'd doze 
off. Then he'd switch over to his music and listen to it until she began to stir 
again. 
 
He wished more than anything that she were there with him now, driving away 
from all their problems with their newborn son and arguing about radio stations. 
 
But this was a journey for one, not three. 
 
~~~~ 
 
He stayed at a Days Inn that first night. 
 
His room had a queen size bed in it and free HBO on the TV.  For six straight 
hours, he sat on the left side of the bed, her side, and watched movies. 
 
He remembers that one of the movies had Harrison Ford in it and that he did a 
lot of running. 
 
He wants to remember how warm his son felt the first time he held him. 
 
~~~~ 
 



Before he checked out of the motel the next day, he went downstairs and had 
some of the free continental breakfast. A glazed doughnut, some cereal, and a 
bagel. 
 
She liked bagels with cream cheese, but not the light  stuff. She also liked yogurt 
with bee pollen mixed in it. 
 
He never did understand her eating habits, although it really didn't matter 
anymore. 
 
He'd be eating his meals alone now. 
 
~~~~ 
 
He'd been driving for over four hours when he finally saw it. 
 
Clyde - Highway 19 - Exit 26 - 3 miles 
 
His heart thumped loudly in his chest, and several beads of sweat broke out on his 
forehead. 
 
In less than ten minutes, he would get out of the car and start a new secret life. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder drove past the faded sign that said, "Welcome to the friendly town of 
Clyde - Population 1075" and turned into the gas station that was situated about 
a hundred yards west of it. 
 
His legs and shoulders felt stiff from the long drive, and he couldn't help letting 
out a big groan as he stepped out of the car and stretched. 
 



"Hello there, sir.  What can I help you with today?" asked a tall man wearing a shirt 
with the name "Jim" sewn on the pocket. "You look like you've been drivin' a while." 
 
"I have," replied Mulder, stretching out his arms and back. 
 
"You gonna need a fill up?" he asked. 
 
"Yes, I am."  Mulder closed the car door and took the gas nozzle off of the pump. 
 
"Here, let me do that for ya, sir," said the man as he took the nozzle from him 
and began to unscrew the gas cap. "The name's Jim, Jim Pollock. I haven't seen 
you around here before. You just passing through Clyde today?" 
 
He wished he were just passing through. 
 
He wished he could turn around right now and drive back to Scully and William and 
just pretend that none of this was happening. 
 
But it was. 
 
He had to be someone else now, someone that no one could find. 
 
"Actually, I'm not sure what my plans are yet, but there's a good chance I could 
be here for a while. Do you know of a good place for me to stay?" he asked, 
rubbing the sweat off his forehead. 
 
"Well, we don't have any motels directly in Clyde, but Elsie Austin has a little bed 'n 
breakfast place on the outskirts of town, about two miles west of here. She may 
have a place for you, Mr..." 
 
"I'm sorry. My name's Halley, Bob Halley," said Mulder, taking off his sunglasses and 
extending his hand. 
 



"Nice to meet you, sir." He released the clip on the nozzle and pulled the hose out 
of Mulder's car, then set it back inside the pump. "If you'd like, I can give you 
directions to Elsie's place." 
 
"That'd be great, thanks." 
 
"No problem, Bob." said Jim enthusiastically as he headed inside the store.  
 
Bob. 
 
That's who he was now. 
 
He wasn't really sure why he chose it for his new identity, but it seemed like a 
good strong name. 
 
And right now, he needed to be strong. 
 
~~~~ 
 
The moment Mulder saw the sign on the door of Elsie's place, he knew he was 
meant to come here. 
 
Come On Inn. 
 
It was a clever name, a name chosen by someone who had a sense of humor he 
could appreciate.  
 
He also couldn't help but notice the similarities between this house and the one he 
grew up in. 
 
It was a white two-story with black shutters, and it had a wrap-around front 
porch.  It also had a porch swing and a big oak tree right next to the front 
sidewalk. 



 
Stepping out of his car, he walked over to the side of the house and looked into 
the backyard.  It was a good sized lawn that was in need of mowing, and it had a 
swing set, albeit a rusty one that looked like it hadn't been used in years. 
 
"You gonna come inside or what?" a woman's voice inquired from behind him, 
interrupting his impromptu survey of the land. 
 
She was a frail woman, mid to upper 70's, white hair with a touch of red, and she 
was using a cane. Her right eyebrow was raised as she took a step closer to him, 
and he was immediately reminded of another woman in his life who had  
red hair and a killer eyebrow. 
 
"So, are you just going to stand there gawking at me, or do you want to come 
inside?" she asked, snapping him out of his daze.   
 
"Jim called and told me you might be comin' over, Mr. Halley." She held out her 
right hand for him to shake, and he quickly took it. Her fingers were cold and 
slightly trembling, but despite that, her handshake was firm and sincere. 
 
"It's Bob.  Call me Bob," he said, surprised that he was able to say his new name so 
easily already. 
 
She raised her eyebrow again, this time the left one, and smiled.  "And you can 
call me Elsie." 
 
~~~~ 
 
Often when a new guest checked into the "Come On Inn", Elsie would try to get a 
feel for them by looking into their eyes and shaking their hand.  Then she'd try to 
guess what was going on in their lives. 
 



When she first met Bob, he was polite and friendly and had a firm handshake, but 
she could also tell that he was troubled about something. 
 
He hadn't said much when he checked in and brought his things up to his room, 
but then again a lot of her visitors didn't say much once they registered. 
 
Still, the haunted look she saw in his eyes as he carried his baggage up the stairs 
worried her. 
 
Something was wrong in his life, and she was going to find out what it was. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder kicked off his shoes and sat down on the king size bed in his new room. 
 
There was no one else currently checked in at the inn so Elsie had given him the 
largest room even though he insisted that he didn't need much space.  Besides 
the bed, he had a dresser, a small desk with a chair, a bathroom, and a small 
portable refrigerator. There was also a medium-sized television sitting on the 
desk along with a vase of fresh yellow roses. 
 
He remembered seeing a rosebush on the side of the house when he was 
checking out the grounds, and judging from their appearance and the strong 
aroma they were giving off, they were probably picked fresh this afternoon. 
 
Getting up from the bed, he walked to the desk, leaned over the vase, and 
breathed in the roses' sweet floral scent. 
 
He remembers placing yellow roses on Emily's casket the day of her funeral. 
 
He also remembers the look on Scully's face when she picked up the roses and 
lifted the lid, only to find it empty. 
 



And he remembers how she cried. 
 
He hated what They did to her daughter then, but he hates Them even more for 
what They're doing to his son now. 
 
And William was his son.  
 
Against all the odds, against all logic and reason, he and Scully had created a child, 
a beautiful little boy with brown hair like his and fair skin like hers. 
 
And now it was up to him to do whatever it took to keep him safe. 
 
~~~~  
 
When Josephine Parker walked into the kitchen, she was surprised to find Elsie 
standing in front of the stove with all four burners going. 
 
"Elsie Mae Austin, just what do you think you're doing?" she asked angrily.   
 
"I'm cooking, Jo.  What does it look like I'm doing?" Elsie replied matter-of-factly, 
resting one hand on her cane and busily stirring with the other. 
 
"Now don't get smart with me, Elsie. You know that doing the cooking around 
here is my job, and you also know that you shouldn't be overdoing it on that bad 
leg of yours." She took hold of Elsie's elbow and tried to guide her over to a chair, 
but Elsie would have none of it. 
 
"I'm perfectly capable of fixing a meal for my guests. I've been doing it for over 
forty years, and you're not going to stop me.  Now take your hand off me, Jo, 
and let me finish," she said firmly as she started to stir the potatoes on the back 
burner. 
 



Knowing how bull-headed Elsie could be, Jo decided to take a different approach.  
"Well, then at least let me help you."  She stood side by side with the older woman 
and began to flip over the pork chops in the pan on the front burner.  "Now 
what's got you so all fired up about cooking anyway, Elsie?  Did we get some new 
guests today I don't know about?" 
 
"Yes, we did.  Now stop talking and start cooking, Jo." 
 
Chuckling at her friend's tenacious spirit, Jo just shook her head and said, "Yes, 
ma'am." 
 
~~~~ 
 
When he woke up, he was face down on the bed, and he was still wearing his 
shoes. 
 
He remembers walking over to the desk and smelling the roses, but after that, 
everything else is a blur. 
 
Was everything in his life going to be a blur now? 
 
Would his memories of Scully and William become harder and harder to recover 
the longer he stayed away? 
 
Quickly sitting up, he frantically reached inside his back pocket, pulled out the 
photo he'd taken of Scully and William the morning he brought them home from 
the hospital, and traced his fingers around the edge of it. 
 
It was all he had of them now. 
 
~~~~ 
 



"So Elsie, who are these guests that you're going to so much trouble for?  Are 
they people you know?" asked Jo as she walked over to the cupboard and started 
to take out some dishes. 
 
"Actually, it's just one guest...a man," she answered with a coy expression on her 
face. 
 
"A man, huh?  He must be some man if you're already cooking dinner for him," she 
teased. 
 
"Now Jo, you know there's only one man for me, and that was my Allan, God rest 
his soul." 
 
"I know that. It's just that I haven't seen you go to this much trouble for any of 
your guests in a long time. Who is this guy, Elsie?" asked Jo, setting the plates and 
cups on the counter. 
 
Turning towards Jo, she gently placed her hand on her friend's forearm, and 
replied, "Someone who needs my help."  
 
~~~~ 
 
4:15 p.m. 
 
 
Mulder opened up the drawer of the nightstand and carefully placed the 
photograph of Scully and William inside.  He wished he could leave it sitting out 
where he could look at it whenever he wanted to, but he couldn't take the 
chance that someone might come in his room and see it. 
 
And so for now, the picture would have to remain a secret. 
 
Just like everything else in his life. 



 
~~~~ 
 
"This table looks lovely, Jo," remarked Elsie. 
 
"You know, you still haven't told me anything about this new guest of yours.  If I'm 
going to be sitting down to dinner with him, I should at least know a little bit about 
him," said Jo as she wiped her hands on her apron. "I wouldn't want to say anything 
that might be out of line." 
 
"His name is Bob Halley." 
 
"And?" 
 
"He told me he'd be staying on here for a while." 
 
"Well, don't keep me in suspense, Elsie. What else do you know about him?" 
 
"That's all," she replied, sitting down at the table and letting out a tired sigh. 
 
"That's it? Elsie dear, you're a kind soul, but I hope you're not getting into 
something you shouldn't.  You don't know anything about this man....who he is, 
where he came from, what his intentions are." 
 
"Now you listen to me, Josephine. I've been running this inn for over forty years 
now, and during that time I've seen a lot of guests come and go. I've also gotten 
to be a pretty good judge of people during that time, and my gut is telling me that 
something's not right in this man's life. Now if there's some way that I can help 
him find his way...well then, I will, and that's that."  
 
"You and your intuition," she said, patting Elsie's shoulder.  
 
"My intuition about you turned out to be right, didn't it?" 



 
"Yeah, I guess it did," she replied with a chuckle. "I wasn't exactly worth having 
around when I first came to Clyde, was I?" 
 
"You just had some bad breaks, that's all, but I knew there was more to you than 
your past.  I saw the good in you, Josephine," she said, squeezing the younger 
woman's hand.  "And that's what I see in Bob. I think he's a good man who may 
have lost his way." 
 
"Well, if anyone can help him get back on track, it's you Elsie," she said with a 
smile.  
 
~~~~ 
 
Not knowing how long he'd have to stay in hiding, he'd only brought a few things 
with him...one suitcase with his clothes and toiletries in it, his laptop computer, a 
duffel bag filled with emergency supplies, and a small box of files. 
 
He'd also brought his cell phone. 
 
He knew he wasn't going to use it to call Scully for fear of having his call traced, 
but he couldn't just leave it behind.  In all their years of working together, their 
cell phones were the one connection they always had.  If one of them was hurt 
or in trouble or if they just wanted to talk, they both knew that all they had to 
do was press a button, and they'd be there for one another. 
 
But not anymore. 
 
Now being connected to each other in any way was too  
dangerous. 
 
Pulling the phone from his jacket pocket, he placed it in the nightstand beside the 
photograph of Scully and William and slammed the drawer shut. 



 
Knock.  Knock.  Knock. 
 
"Mr. Halley?  Are you okay?" he heard a woman's voice say from the other side of 
his door. "Mr. Halley, are you in there?" 
 
He didn't recognize the voice as Elsie's, and he didn't really feel like talking to 
anyone right now, but he answered her anyway in hopes that she'd go away. 
 
"Yeah, I'm here," he called out from the other side of the door. 
 
"Are you okay, sir?" the woman asked. "I heard a loud noise as I was coming up the 
stairs." 
 
"I'm fine," he replied, opening the door a couple inches. 
 
He didn't recognize the woman standing there, but she looked like someone who 
worked at the inn so he opened the door further.  "What can I do for you, Miss..." 
 
"Josephine Parker." She held her hand out. "But everyone calls me Jo. Elsie sent 
me up here to get you for dinner." 
 
"Dinner?" 
 
"Yes, she told me to tell you that dinner's at 4:30." 
 
"I wasn't aware that dinner was included as part of my stay here. I just assumed 
I'd be responsible for getting my own meals." 
 
"Not tonight you aren't, Mr. Halley.  Elsie's made a nice meal for you, to welcome 
you to Clyde." 
 



"Look Jo, I appreciate the offer and everything, but I've had a long day, and I'd 
just like to stay in my room tonight," he said even though he could feel his 
stomach rumbling with hunger. 
 
Jo looked down uncomfortably at her feet for a few seconds, then quietly said, 
"Okay, I understand.  Maybe some other time then, but if you change your mind 
or..." 
 
"I won't, but thanks. Now if you'll excuse me," he said, shutting the door before 
she could say anything in return. 
 
Staring at the closed door in front of her, Jo thought about what Elsie had said 
to her earlier and about the unsettled look she saw in Mr. Halley's eyes the 
moment he opened the door and looked at her.  
 
She knew that look. 
 
The exhaustion, the fear, the need to distance himself from everyone. 
 
She knew it because she lived it. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder took the half-eaten packet of sunflower seeds out of his jacket pocket, 
then kicked off his shoes and plopped on the bed. 
 
He knew it wasn't much of a meal compared to what was probably being served 
downstairs.  Hell, he knew it wasn't a meal at all, but it was *his* choice to eat it, 
and right now, being able to make his own choice about something as simple as 
what food to eat was something he desperately needed to be able to do. 
 
Popping a seed into his mouth, he opened the nightstand drawer and took out the 
picture of Scully and William to look at again. 



 
It was probably about dinner time for them as well, and he couldn't help wondering 
if they were having something to eat right now too. 
 
He closed his eyes and pictured the three of them on the bed, Scully holding their 
son and nursing him while he fed her cashew shrimp and fried noodles. 
 
That's what they had done the night after William was born, the three of them 
eating in bed, watching the nightly news and debating about which 
newscaster was better...Peter Jennings or Tom Brokaw. 
 
Things were so simple that night, so normal. 
 
Knock.  Knock.  Knock. 
 
The pounding sound quickly brought him back to the harsh reality that was his life 
now, and in an instant, he was up off the bed, flinging the door open and 
expecting to see Jo standing there again.  
 
But she wasn't. 
 
All that was there was a plate of pork chops, mashed potatoes, green beans, and 
a note with four hastily scrawled words on it: 
 
You need to eat. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Every night it was the same. 
 
Elsie would eat dinner, then go to the living room where she would sit in her 
rocking chair to read and reflect on the day's events until it was time to retire 
for the night. 



 
Tonight as she sat in her chair and thought about her new guest, she couldn't 
help thinking about her husband and what he would've done about Bob if he were 
still here. He was always such a no-nonsense type of person, a quiet honest man 
who always seemed to know the right thing to say and do in any situation.   
 
If he were still alive and running the inn with her, would he have wanted her to 
try and help Bob or would he have told her to leave him alone and mind her own 
business? 
 
Looking over at the photo of Allan sitting on top of the fireplace, she silently 
answered her own question. 
 
And then she smiled. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder looked at himself in the mirror.   
 
The man he saw looking back at him was not the same man from two days ago.  
The lines of doubt on his forehead, the slightly pale color of his skin, the fear in his 
eyes...it wasn't who he wanted to be, and yet it was who he was now. 
 
Wasn't it? 
 
He hated feeling so helpless, so separated from the life he wanted, but he also 
knew that it was necessary. 
 
And so he would stay away and learn how to deal with his emotions. 
 
For now. 
 



He splashed some water on his face, then walked over to the desk where he had 
set the big plate of food Elsie had made for him and left outside his door.  
 
The pork chops looked and smelled particularly good to him, and not being able to 
deny his stomach's protests any longer, he grabbed one of them by the bone and 
took a big bite. 
 
~~~~ 
 
7:52 p.m. 
 
 
Elsie looked over at the grandfather clock and let out an exhausted sigh. 
 
Cooking that big meal and being on her feet for so long had taken a lot out of 
her, and both her limbs and her eyelids felt heavy. 
 
Setting her book down on the table, she took hold of her cane, and stood up from 
the chair. 
 
"Ah, excuse me," she heard a man's voice say from the doorway behind her. 
 
"Bob," she said, turning herself around to face him. He was carrying the tray she 
had sent up to his room, and she immediately noticed that all the food was gone. 
"So you decided to eat somethin' after all, I see," she stated.  
 
"Yes, and everything was delicious. Thank you," he said as he walked over to her. 
"You really shouldn't have gone to so much trouble though. When I checked in 
here, I wasn't expecting you to feed me." 
 
"I like to take care of my guests." 
 
"Well, thank you, but it's not really necessary." 



 
"A lot of the things that people do aren't absolutely 'necessary, but they do them 
anyway," she said matter- of-factly. "Just leave the tray in the kitchen, and Jo 
will take care of it in the morning.  Goodnight, Bob." 
 
And with those words, she headed off to bed. 
 
~~~~ 
 
6:15 a.m. 
 
 
"A lot of the things that people do aren't absolutely 'necessary', but they do them 
anyway." 
 
He hadn't thought much about the words when Elsie first said them last night, but 
this morning he couldn't seem to get them out of his mind. 
 
Was what he was doing really necessary? 
 
Was leaving Scully and William behind the right decision, or had he made a terrible 
mistake? 
 
Two days ago, he was sure he was doing the right thing. 
 
Now he wasn't. 
 
He walked over to the desk where he had laid his wallet last night. Opening it up 
and pulling out the small piece of paper he had stuffed inside, he read the 
typewritten words on it: 
 
LEAVE THEM IN 48 HOURS.  
DISAPPEAR OR THEY WILL. 



 
A cold chill shot through his body as he looked at the note in his hand, written 
with words specifically for him. 
 
Words that had been deliberately placed in his jacket pocket at the hospital while 
he was in the nursery with Scully. 
 
Words that cut right through his heart. 
 
Words They knew would work. 
 
There was a time when he would've pocketed the note the moment he read it, 
then left in the middle of the night without telling Scully anything. 
 
But that was before. 
 
He had different priorities now, priorities that included doing whatever it took to 
keep his new family safe, and so the two of them sat down, holding their son 
between them, and together they made the only decision they could.   
 
Scully would stay in the DC area with William, and he would take on a new identity 
and head for parts unknown until they could figure out what to do next. 
 
Taking one last look at the note, he angrily crammed it back inside his wallet, 
shoved his feet into his running shoes and headed downstairs. 
 
~~~~ 
 
"Good morning, Bob," said Jo cheerily as she watched him come down the stairs. 
 
"Mornin'," he said gruffly, walking towards the front door. 
 



"There's some coffee in the kitchen, and I just made some blueberry muffins if 
you're interested," she said, even though she could tell from his body language 
that eating breakfast was the last thing on his mind.  
 
"Thanks, maybe later," he replied as he turned the doorknob and hurried out the 
door. 
 
Jo quickly walked over to the window and watched as he did a few stretches on 
the front sidewalk, then started running down the street at a rather rapid pace.   
 
"What are you lookin' at out there, Jo?" asked Elsie as she puttered into the 
room. 
 
"I was just watching Bob. He's gone out runnin' this morning, and he seemed kind 
of upset. Did something happen last night after I left?"  
 
"He ate the food you left outside his door, then brought the dishes down to the 
kitchen. We said a few words, and that was it," she replied, lowering herself into 
her favorite chair. 
 
"Well, he barely said two words to me before rushing out the door," remarked Jo 
as she sat down on the couch. 
 
"He just needs some time to sort things out," she said, leaning over and patting 
Jo's hand. "You know, you were the same way when you first came to Clyde. You 
didn't want to have anything to do with me." She smiled. "But you came around 
eventually." 
 
Jo smiled back at the old woman. "Yes, I did, and now I've got a nice job working at 
the best bed 'n breakfast in all of North Carolina." 
 
"And I've got a wonderful friend," she said simply. 
 



~~~~ 
 
Mulder flopped down on the park bench, bending over and resting his forearms on 
his legs as he desperately gasped for air.  
 
He hadn't run this fast in quite a while, and the rapid pounding of his heart was 
making his chest feel tight and hard.  He also felt light-headed, not to mention 
extremely hot and sweaty. 
 
After several minutes of inhaling and exhaling through his mouth, he began to 
regain his equilibrium and his heart went back to pumping at a much more normal 
rhythm. Wiping the sweat off of his face with his shirt sleeve, he lifted his head, 
then slowly opened his eyes. 
 
"Hey Bob, you okay?" asked Jim, his deep voice filled with concern. 
 
Mulder squinted his eyes and tried to focus on the man in the black jogging suit 
now standing in front of him.   
 
"It's Jim, Jim Pollock, remember?  You stopped by my gas station yesterday," he 
explained, sitting down on the bench. He could tell the man beside him was still a 
bit disoriented, so he continued, "I was out on my daily run when I saw you doubled 
over here on the bench. Are you all right? Should I call a doctor?" 
 
"I'm okay," replied Mulder, finally snapping out of his disoriented state. "I guess I 
overdid it a little," he added, wiping some more sweat off of his face.   
  
That was an understatement. 
 
The truth was he had just spent the last 45 minutes running like a maniac, 
hoping that the physical pain would help him forget his emotional pain, but all he 
really ended up doing was almost giving himself a heart attack. 
 



"I've done the same thing myself a few times," empathized Jim. "My wife's always 
getting on my case about how I'm not as young as I used to be and how I shouldn't 
overexert myself, but the truth is, I *need* to run, ya know what I mean?" 
 
Mulder nodded his head, but didn't say anything. 
 
"So you must've decided to stay at the Come On Inn then, huh?  She's quite a 
woman, that Elsie. 76 years old and still running the place even after her husband 
passed," remarked Jim, feeling more comfortable about making small talk now 
that Bob seemed to be okay. 
 
"She's been very helpful. Thanks for recommending it," said Mulder, feeling a lot 
more in control of his breathing now. 
 
"So, you said yesterday you might be staying in Clyde for a while. Is that still the 
case, Mr. Halley?" he asked. 
 
Mulder was impressed that Jim had remembered both his first and last name, 
especially since their meeting at the gas station yesterday had been so brief. 
 
He was also relieved. 
 
This man, along with Elsie and Jo, honestly believed that he was Bob Halley, an out 
of town stranger, who simply needed a place to stay. 
 
And all three of them had gone out of their way to be nice to him, not because 
they were trying to spy on him or pump him for information, but because that's 
just the way they were. 
 
Over the years, he hadn't been able to trust many people, but something in his 
gut was telling him that this town was where he needed to be and that if he 
stayed here, he'd be safe. 
 



"Hey Bob, you sure you're okay?" asked Jim, tapping him on the shoulder and 
breaking his concentration. "You looked a little...I don't know...'spacey' or somethin.'" 
 
"I'm fine," Mulder replied as he stood up from the bench. "Thanks for your concern 
though, Jim," he added as he reached out to shake his hand. 
 
He smiled. "We runners gotta stick together, ya know?"  Looking down at his 
watch, he suddenly stood up and said, "Geez, it's after 7:00 already. I need to get 
goin' and open up the station. Maybe I'll see you out here again tomorrow morning, 
that is, if you're still going to be around. You didn't say one way or the other 
before."  
 
Glancing over at the park, then down the street towards the inn, Mulder wiped 
his face one last time and replied, "I think I'll be staying awhile." 
 
~~~~ 
 
By the time Mulder jogged back to the inn, his t-shirt was soaked with sweat, and 
his legs felt like rubber. Stumbling through the front door, he forgot all about his 
need to remain inconspicuous and immediately headed for the kitchen in hopes of 
finding some water to drink. 
 
Jo was standing at the sink doing some dishes, and Elsie was sitting at the table 
working on a crossword puzzle when he came in. "Good heavens, Bob. Where'd you 
run to? You're soaking wet," remarked Elsie as she set down her pencil and closed 
the puzzle book. 
 
"Looks like he went pretty far," commented Jo as she turned off the water and 
took a glass out of the cupboard. "Here, let me get you some cold water, Bob." 
 
She walked over to the refrigerator, took out a big pitcher of water, and filled 
the glass. Then she handed it to Mulder, who then proceeded to drink the entire 
cup of water without stopping once.  



 
"Thank you," he said, handing the empty glass back to her and sitting down at the 
table beside Elsie. "I guess I kind of overdid it this morning," he said, rubbing his achy 
leg muscles. "If you don't mind, I think I'd like to sit here for a couple minutes and 
get my legs back underneath me before I go back upstairs." 
 
"I don't mind if you sit here for a while, but if you do, I'm going to put you to work," 
stated Elsie. 
 
"What?" he asked, trying to decide whether he was annoyed or impressed by her 
spunkiness. 
 
"If you're gonna sit here, you might as well do something useful," she said, pushing 
her glasses up higher on the bridge of her nose. Then she opened her puzzle book 
back up and put her finger on 67 down. "I need a nine letter word for 'covenant' 
that starts with a T." 
 
"Testament."  
 
Pleased with his answer, she eagerly started to write it down. He could see that 
her grip on the pencil was weak, but despite that, each letter was neatly written. 
 
"How about an eight letter word for 'patent medicines'?" she asked, squinting her 
eyes as she looked for 80 across. 
 
"Nostrums." 
 
Carefully writing it down, she moved her finger along the page searching for the 
next clue. "I got one more for you. What's an eight letter word for a 'lighted 
torch' that ends with a U?" 
 
"Try 'flambeau' and see if that works," he said, leaning over to see if his answer 
was right. 



 
"You and your crosswords, Elsie," Jo said as she walked over to them and set 
down another glass of cold water for him. "She's always asking me to help her 
with them, but I'm not very good with word puzzles. You seem to be pretty good 
at them though." 
 
"I've done a few of them over the years," he said, thinking  back on all the Sunday 
mornings he and Scully spent sitting together on her bed doing the New York 
Times puzzle. 
 
"Well thank you, Bob," said Elsie, setting down her pencil and closing her book. 
"Maybe you can help me with anotherone later." 
 
"Maybe," he replied wistfully, taking another drink of water, then standing up. 
"Um, I really need to go now and get cleaned up. Thanks for the water," he said 
abruptly, handing the glass back to Jo and hurrying out of the kitchen before 
either of the women could say anything back to him. 
 
"Boy, he sure left fast," commented Jo as she walked back over to the sink and 
dumped the glass of water into the suds. "Was it something we said?" 
 
"No, I think it's some *one*," Elsie remarked, absentmindedly rubbing her hand on 
her chin. 
 
"He did get kind of a funny look on his face when he said he'd been doing 
crosswords for a while. Maybe he and his girlfriend used to do 'em together or 
somethin'...or I know, maybe it's his wife. Maybe he and his wife have recently 
separated, and he came here to be alone for a while, you know, so that he could 
get himself together," she said, excitedly mulling over all the possibilities in her 
mind. 
 
"You watch too much TV, Jo," stated Elsie. 
 



The younger woman chuckled at her friend's bluntness.  "Maybe I do, but you 
gotta admit that Bob is rather mysterious. He never did say why he was here in 
town or how long he'd be staying." 
 
"A lot of our guests keep to themselves." 
 
"I know. It's just that the few times I've talked with him, he always seems so 
preoccupied. It's like he's here, but he's not really here, you know what I mean?" 
 
"I know what you mean, but it's not our place to butt in, Josephine. It's our place 
to make him feel comfortable here," she said firmly. 
 
"You're right," conceded Jo, going back to washing the dishes and thinking about 
how lost and confused she felt when she first came to Clyde. 
 
When she had arrived here six months ago, all she had was a suitcase, fifty bucks, 
and a back covered in bruises. Then she had come to the inn looking for shelter 
and met Elsie, who had not only made her feel comfortable and safe, but who had 
also taken a chance on her and hired her after only knowing her for a few days. 
 
And that's what she wanted to do for Bob, help him feel comfortable and safe 
and useful, just the way Elsie had made her feel. 
 
"You know Elsie, I noticed the other day that one of the gutters on the side of 
the house was kind of loose.  It should probably be fixed before we start getting 
all those spring rains," she commented as she dried another glass and placed it 
back up in the cupboard. "I'd fix it myself, but you know how I feel about getting 
up on ladders." 
 
"Are you suggesting what I think you are?" she asked, knowing full well what Jo 
was implying. 
 



"It wouldn't hurt to ask, and besides, it doesn't really make much sense to drag 
George all the way out here for just that one job when Bob could probably do it." 
 
"I appreciate what you're trying to do, dear, but give him some time first, let him 
get settled in a bit more, okay?" she suggested, getting up from the table and 
shuffling along towards the back door. "In the meantime, there's some laundry for 
you to do when you're done with the dishes, and then I made a list of things for 
you to get at the grocery store when you're done with that. Oh, and I also need 
you to dust in rooms 3 and 4." 
 
"And what are you going to do while I'm busy with all of that?" 
 
Opening up the back screen door, Elsie smiled and replied, "I'm going to go see 
what else needs to be fixed around here." 
 
~~~~ 
  
They had decided on two weeks. 
 
He would find a place to stay for two weeks, he would research whatever he 
could using his laptop and all the files he brought with him, and she would stay 
behind with William. 
 
Then at the end of that time, they would reconnect, either by phone or 
computer, and decide whether or not it was safe for all of them to be together 
again. 
 
So far, they'd only been apart for three days, but to him it felt more like three 
months.  He hated not being able to see her or touch her, but those weren't the 
things that were the hardest for him.   
 
It was not being able to talk to her that hurt the most. 
 



If he closed his eyes, he could picture her sitting beside him on the couch, and he 
could feel her head resting on his shoulder, her hand seductively brushing up 
against his thigh as if she were really here with him. 
 
But no matter how many times he tried, he couldn't hearthe sound of her voice. 
 
And he couldn't hear her say his name. 
 
As he got out of the shower and dried off, he thought about what had happened 
downstairs and how he had practically fallen apart at the simple mention of doing 
a crossword puzzle. 
 
He had always savored their lazy Sunday mornings in bed, drinking coffee and 
eating bagels while debating over each new clue and trying to complete at least 
one New York Times puzzle. 
 
They had even come close once, finishing all of one except for two clues. 
 
And then they had celebrated at their near victory, once on the bed, moving 
around so much they nearly knocked their coffee mugs off the night stand and 
onto the floor, and then again later that morning on her couch. 
 
God, he missed her. 
 
No, it was more than that. 
 
He *ached* for her. 
 
For her body, her mind, her voice. 
 
Quickly slipping on some jeans and a t-shirt, he hurried over to the bed and sat 
down. Then he opened up the nightstand drawer and pulled out his cell phone. 
 



Should he risk it? 
 
Should he press the one button that would connect him to the one person he 
loved and trusted more than anyone else in the world? 
 
Or should he wait the two weeks they had originally agreed upon? 
 
With his pulse pounding and his hands trembling, he looked down at the phone and 
tentatively put his index finger on the speed dial. 
 
It would be so easy to just press that button. She would pick up the phone and say 
hello, and then he would be able to hear her breathing and hear her say his name, 
and maybe she'd hold the phone up to William's face so he could hear him 
breathing too. 
 
Taking a deep breath, he closed his eyes, and made a decision he hoped he 
wouldn't regret. Then he pushed his finger down and held the phone up to his ear. 
 
And he waited. 
 
~~~~ 
 
"Scully." 
 
"Mulder, is that you?" 
 
"Yeah, it's me." 
 
"What's wrong?  Are you okay?" 
 
"No." 
 
"What is it?  Are you hurt?" 



 
"I miss you, Scully." 
 
"I miss you too." 
 
"I want to come home." 
 
"I want you to come home too, but you can't. Not yet. 
 
"I know that. It's just so damn hard." 
 
"I know." 
 
"You sound tired.  Are you all right?" 
 
"I'm okay. I just need to get a good night's sleep, that's all. I'm afraid our son keeps 
the same kind of late night hours his dad does." 
 
"So, other than the sleep thing, how's he doing?" 
 
"Only five days old, and I think he's already grown an inch.  He's going to be a tall 
one, I think." 
 
"A future basketball star, huh?" 
 
"How touching. You're quite the little family, aren't you?" said a man with a 
gravelly sounding voice, rudely interrupting their conversation. 
 
"Who is this?"  
 
"We're watching, Mr. Mulder." 
 
"Who the hell is this?!"  



 
"The little woman's right. That boy of yours *is* looking bigger. In fact, I'd say he's 
probably not going to be able to wearthat blue outfit he's got on much longer," 
the man said, his voice dripping with smugness. "Too bad you're not here right now 
to see it." 
 
"Nooooo!" Mulder screamed, his body suddenly jerking forward in bed and sending 
his cell phone flying to the floor. 
 
With his eyes frantically darting around the room, he pressed his hand against his 
rapidly beating heart and tried to get his bearings. 
 
He took a deep breath, then another and another, until finally he felt some of 
the tenseness leave his body. 
 
What the hell just happened? 
 
Was he dreaming, or had he actually been talking to Scully? 
 
Reaching all the way down to the floor, he picked up his phone and looked at the 
two dimly lit words on the front display. 
 
And then it all came back to him. 
 
The overwhelming urge he had to call Scully, the tortuous debate he had with 
himself about whether or not he should risk it, the painful disappointment of 
pressing the speed dial only to be greeted by the impersonal words "No Service" 
and then finally, with the phone clutched to his chest, closing his eyes and 
apparently falling asleep. 
 
Even though he knew now for certain that he had just dreamt the whole 
conversation, the words the man in his dream had said sent a cold chill down his 
spine. 



 
What if it was true?   
 
What if someone was watching Scully and William right now, tracking their every 
move, recording their every activity? 
 
He had to warn Scully, and he had to do it as soon as possible. 
 
They had discussed other ways besides using the phone to contact each other if 
there was an emergency, one of which was sending messages using e-mail, and 
yet he wasn't quite sure he wanted to do that, especially considering how easily 
someone could hack into their accounts and read his warning. 
 
Still, he had to do something, and sitting here pondering the possibilities was only 
wasting time. 
 
Getting up off the bed, he walked over to the desk, sat down, and opened up his 
laptop, then pressed a few keys.  His throat suddenly felt dry and his pulse 
quickened as he waited for what seemed like an eternity for the computer to 
connect to his e-mail account. 
 
When it was finally connected, he quickly typed in his password, clicked on "Mail", 
and logged in. Clicking on "Compose", he thought about what he wanted to say and 
began to type: 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: keepyouguessing@hotmail.com 
From: caddyshack@yahoo.com 
Subject: termite check 
 
I hope you had your place checked for  
termites like I told you to.  If not,  



please do.  Take care of yourself, and 
give OLG a great big hug for me. 
 
More later...I promise. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
Rereading his words several times, he finally clicked on the "Send" button. 
 
He leaned back in his chair then and closed his eyes, imagining her checking her 
computer every day since he left, hoping to find a message from him, yet afraid 
of what it might say if he actually did send one to her. 
 
And he imagined her sitting at her desk finally reading his words and savoring 
them like precious jewels, the way he'd savor hers if she wrote back to him. 
 
No, not if...*when* she wrote back to him. 
 
And she would write back if she was able to. He knew she would, just as he knew 
that he had to write to her again this very minute regardless of the danger his 
words might get him into. 
 
Now that he'd written to her once, now that he'd made that first connection 
with her since leaving, he knew that he couldn't pull himself away from the 
computer right now even if he tried. 
 
Clicking again on "Compose", he began to type another message, a more personal 
one this time: 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: keepyouguessing@hotmail.com 
From: caddyshack@yahoo.com 



Subject: crossword puzzles 
 
I know I just wrote to you, but I wanted 
to tell you how much I'm looking forward  
to doing the New York Times crossword  
puzzle with you again. Give OLG a kiss  
for me. 
 
I miss you... 
----------------------------- 
 
 
After rereading the message once, he clicked on the "Send" button before he 
could change his mind about sending it, then quickly shut the lid on the computer. 
 
There was no turning back now. 
 
There was only the waiting. 
 
~~~~ 
 
He was restless. 
 
Of course, that wasn't anything new to him, but the kind of restless he was 
feeling now was different than what he usually felt. Actually, the more he 
thought about it, the more he realized that it wasn't really restlessness he was 
feeling at all. 
 
It was helplessness. 
 
Yes, he and Scully had discussed everything and made the decision together that 
he should leave, but it wasn't really what he wanted to do. 
 



What he wanted was to be with his son, to hold him while he slept, to watch Scully 
feed him, to see and memorize every new thing he did. 
 
And what he wanted was to be with the woman he loved, raising their son 
together, going to bed exhausted at the end of the day, putting his arms around 
her while they slept. 
 
But what he wanted now was what he couldn't have. 
 
And he hated it. 
 
It had only been an hour since he sent his two e-mail messages to her, and 
although he knew the chance of her reading them already and sending a 
response was slim, the need to check his e-mail account suddenly became 
overwhelming. 
 
He had been sitting on the bed going through a stack of notes and files, trying to 
learn more about these so-called super soldiers, but now the call of his closed 
laptop sitting over on the desk was just too strong for him to ignore. 
 
Hurrying over to the desk, he grabbed the computer, then carried it back over to 
the bed. Anxiously opening it up, he connected to his Yahoo account and typed in 
his password. He didn't really expect a response from her so quickly, but maybe, 
just maybe... 
 
And then he saw it on the screen: Unread Messages (2). 
 
His heart started racing and his palms became sweaty, and every one of his 
fingers instantly turned numb. 
 
Were the messages from Scully, or were they just some unwanted 
advertisements for products he couldn't care less about? 
 



Well, there was only one way to find out. Guiding his index finger over to the right 
place, he pressed the "Inbox" button and inhaled. 
 
And then he exhaled, letting out a big puff of air the moment he saw who they 
were from. Clicking on the first one, he read it: 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: caddyshack@yahoo.com 
From: keepmeguessing@hotmail.com 
Subject: Re: termite check 
 
I took your advice. No termites in sight 
so far, but I have someone coming over 
tomorrow to take a look. I will let you 
know if they find anything. I gave OLG 
a big hug for you and when I told him  
it was from you, I *know* he understood. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
Closing his eyes, he pictured her gently cradling William against her chest and 
telling him it was a hug from his dad.  Then he thought back to the first time *he* 
had held and hugged his son and how William had looked up at him with such 
fascination. 
 
And his heart wept. 
 
Not just for himself, but for all three of them. 
 
Quickly wiping the moisture from his blurry eyes, he took another deep breath, 
then clicked on the second message.  
 



 
----------------------------- 
To: caddyshack@yahoo.com 
From: keepyouguessing@hotmail.com 
Subject: Re: crossword puzzles 
 
I'm anxious to do another one of those 
puzzles with you too, but I'm even more 
anxious to do the celebrating afterwards... 
 
When I gave OLG a kiss for you, he let out  
a big burp, but if it's any consolation,  
I think it was a burp of satisfaction. 
 
Check your HMA, and take care of yourself. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
Mulder wiped his eyes again and leaned back against the pillow.  Did he just read 
what he thought he did? In the midst of the chaos that was their life now, did 
Scully actually make a joke? 
 
He was on the verge of tears less than a minute ago, but now he found himself 
smiling for the first time since he left Georgetown. 
 
In her messages she was telling him that she loved him and missed him, but most 
importantly, she was telling him that she and William were okay.  They were really 
okay.  
 
Lifting the computer off his lap and setting it on the bed, he leaned forward and 
pressed his hands to his forehead, then closed his eyes with relief. 
 
~~~~ 



 
"Is there anything else you want me to get at the grocery store, Elsie?" Jo asked 
as she walked into the living room from the kitchen. 
 
"No dear, that's all I can think of for now, but we really need to find out how long 
Bob's going to be staying here so we can make sure we have enough food for 
him," she answered. 
 
"Would you like me to ask him for you? I think he's still up in his room," said Jo as 
she sat down on the couch. 
 
Elsie raised her eyebrow and looked towards the stairs.  "On a day like today?  
Now what's he doin' all cooped up in his room when he should be outside enjoying 
this beautiful spring day?" 
 
"Well, he did seem sort of upset before when he came back from his running. 
Maybe he just needs to be alone for a while, clear his head," she remarked. 
 
"Nonsense.  It's too nice to be inside. He needs some fresh air, and if I recall, you 
did say that the gutter needed fixin'," said Elsie, picking up her cane. 
 
Jo stood up from the couch and took hold of Elsie's elbow so she could help her 
get up. "Yes I did, but you were the one who told me that we shouldn't butt into 
his personal business and that we should try to make him feel comfortable. Don't 
you think that asking him to do that for us would be an imposition?"  
 
"Of course it would, but that gutter isn't going to fix itself now, is it?" she stated, 
pushing her frail body up to a standing position. 
 
"Elsie, sometimes I just can't figure you out." 
 
"Neither could my sweet Allan, God rest his soul. He always used to tell me that I 
changed my mind as much as the wind changes directions." 



 
Jo chuckled. "He sounds like a wise man." 
 
"He was," she said wistfully. "Now why don't you go get those groceries, and I'll go 
upstairs and talk to Bob," she suggested as she started to shuffle her way across 
the room. 
 
"You really shouldn't be climbing those stairs by yourself. Here, let me help you," 
offered Jo, taking hold of her friend's arm again. 
 
"Okay," said Elsie begrudgingly. "But then you need to get to the store. It'll be 
lunchtime soon, and I was planning on having some fresh strawberries to eat." 
 
"Yes, ma'am. I'll get right on that," she said smiling. 
 
The two women then began to climb the stairs together, Jo holding onto Elsie's 
arm and Elsie holding onto the special railing her husband had installed just two 
years ago. 
 
"Your knees must be feeling good today. You went up those stairs pretty fast," 
commented Jo as they stood at the end of the hallway. 
 
"That's 'cause I've got someplace I need to be," she stated. Then she patted Jo's 
arm and said, "Now you run along, dear. I'll be fine, and Bob can help me back 
down." 
 
"All  right. I'll be back in less than an hour." And with that, she headed back down 
the stairs, grabbed her purse and left for the grocery store. 
 
As Elsie walked down to Bob's room, she took her time, looking at all the old 
photographs on the walls as she went.  It'd been a while since she'd been up here, 
her old legs too worn to do much climbing anymore.  Jo did all the upstairs work 
now, and though she knew it was best for her to tend to things 



downstairs, she missed being able to freely roam around up here.   
 
The photos on the wall were old, most of them taken by Allan.  Along with running 
the inn, photography had been his passion. He took pictures of everyone and 
everything, but he especially enjoyed taking nature shots, particularly sunsets. 
 
Elsie reached up and gently brushed her fingertips over one of the last photos he 
ever took, a dark orange sunset that had filled the sky after a particularly heavy 
afternoon thunderstorm, and quietly said a brief prayer for the sensitive man 
she had shared her life with for over forty years. 
 
It'd been over a year now since he died, but still he owned every part of her, and 
she knew he always would no matter how much time had passed. 
 
Brushing her hand across the photograph one last time, she walked another few 
steps over to Bob's door and knocked. 
 
No answer. 
 
She knocked again, this time saying his name as well. 
 
"Just a minute," he called out from the other side of the door. She heard some 
shuffling of papers and the sound of a drawer closing. 
 
"Oh...hello," he said with surprise when he opened the door and saw her standing 
there. 
 
"Hello, Mr. Halley. I was wondering if I could have a word with you." 
 
"I'm kind of in the middle of something right now," he answered impatiently, 
anxious to get back to the computer and answer Scully's messages. 
 
"This won't take long," she said, taking note of the tension in his face. 



 
"Is something wrong, Mrs. Aus...I mean, Elsie?" he asked, his expression softening a 
bit. 
 
"No Bob, nothing's wrong. I'd just like your help on something, if it's not too much 
of a bother." 
 
"Another crossword puzzle?" he asked, a slight smile crossing his face. 
 
"No, it's something else, but if you're busy it can wait," she answered, suddenly 
realizing that she really had no right to impose on the kind young man standing in 
front of her.   
 
She turned to leave then, but he stepped out into the hall and stopped her. "Are 
you sure?" he asked, his soulful eyes looking right at her. 
 
Tentatively reaching out and placing her hand on his wrist, she squeezed it and 
replied, "I'm sure. You go about your business, and when you're finished, come 
downstairs.  We'll have lunch and talk then." 
 
He looked down at the floor a moment, no doubt considering her offer, then said, 
"I am starting to get a little hungry." 
 
Elsie rubbed her hand over her dress and stood up a little straighter. "Then it's 
settled.  When Jo gets back from the store, we'll fix up some lunch for all of us." 
 
"Okay...and thank you," he said, taking note of the change in Elsie's demeanor 
once he accepted her invitation. 
 
"I'll see you downstairs in about an hour," she said, turning around and beginning 
her slow walk back down the hallway. 
 



It was obvious by the way she was moving that she'd have trouble getting down 
the stairs, and he started to follow her. "Do you need some help getting back 
downstairs?"  
 
"That would be nice. Thank you, Mr. Halley," she gratefully replied as she looked up 
at him and took hold of his outstretched arm. 
 
He smiled and said, "Bob, call me Bob." 
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder hurried back to his room and closed the door. Although he didn't mind 
helping Elsie back down the stairs, he was anxious to get back to his computer 
and check the other e-mail account they had set up. 
 
According to her message, Scully wanted him to check the Hushmail account this 
time, and so he did, quickly pulling his laptop back out from underneath the 
sheets, then reconnecting to the internet. 
 
As he logged in and waited for his inbox to pop up, he couldn't help but smile when 
he saw his username on the screen. Although the premiere of "The Lazarus Bowl" 
had ultimately turned out to be a disaster, what happened between him and 
Scully afterwards had not. 
 
They had gone out to a fabulous restaurant that night, courtesy of Skinner's 
credit card, then followed it up by taking a midnight bubble bath together back at 
the hotel.  He had never seen Scully so happy and relaxed, not to mention the 
fact that she looked downright gorgeous. 
 
The way her hair was pulled back behind her ears, the way her black dress clung 
to her hips when she walked, the way her breathing changed as she slowly 
lowered herself into the tub beside him. 
 



The way the bubbles had clung to her breasts... 
 
Rubbing his hand across his cheek and down over his chin, he quietly stored the 
memories of that night away, then focused his attention back on the computer 
screen where Scully had left him one message. 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: plan9@hushmail.com 
From: lazbowl@hushmail.com 
Subject: changes 
 
We probably shouldn't use the same EMA all  
the time. Let's use this one for a while. 
 
I hear the stars will be bright tonight. 
Why don't we check them out together? 
 
S. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
She was right. They had to be careful, and constantly changing their messages to 
different accounts was one way they could be. Before he left they had set up 
several accounts with different usernames to be used randomly during the two 
weeks that they were separated. 
  
Putting his fingers on the keys, he thought for a moment, then wrote back to 
her: 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: lazbowl@hushmail.com 



From: plan9@hushmail.com 
Subject: Re: changes 
 
I heard about those stars, and I'd very 
much like to see them with you. How does  
10:00 sound? 
 
M. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
Pleased with his response and the fact that they were now going to be signing 
their messages with their first initials, he clicked on the "Send" button, and 
hurried back to his Yahoo account to answer the other two letters she had sent 
him. 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: keepyouguessing@hotmail.com 
From: caddyshack@yahoo.com 
Subject: Re: termite problems 
 
 
>I took your advice. No termites in sight 
>so far, but I have someone coming over 
>tomorrow to take a look. I will let you 
>know if they find anything. I gave OLG 
>a big hug for you and when I told him  
>it was from you, I *know* he understood. 
 
Let me know what happens with the 
inspection, but use the HMA when  
you reply. 



 
M. 
 
PS. I'm not surprised he understood. 
He's smart like you. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: keepmeguessing@hotmail.com 
From: caddyshack@yahoo.com 
Subject: Re: crossword puzzles 
 
 
>When I gave OLG a kiss for you, he let out 
>a big burp, but if it's any consolation,  
>I think it was a burp of satisfaction. 
 
There's nothing I'd rather hear right now 
than the sound of a big burp...and the  
sound of your voice.  
 
I miss you both. 
 
M. 
 
PS. I'm fine. 
----------------------------- 
 
Rereading what he wrote, he knew the moment Scully read his letter that she 
would hone in on his last two words. 
 



How many times had she said those same words to him when in fact she was 
anything but fine? 
 
Too many times to count, and although the last thing he wanted was for her to 
worry about him, he wanted her to know how he was really feeling. 
 
He wasn't fine. 
 
And he wouldn't be fine until the three of them were safely back together again. 
 
Puffing out his cheeks as far as he could, then slowly releasing the air from inside 
of them, he looked over both messages one last time, then sent them on their 
way. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Pic-and-Save Supermarket 
11:15 am. 
 
 
Jo stood in the produce section, scanning over all the cartons of strawberries.  
Strawberries were Elsie's favorite fruit, and she had to be sure she picked out 
just the right ones. 
 
She lifted up several green plastic baskets, checking the bottoms of each one for 
fuzzy or squished strawberries.  Finally finding one that looked okay, she carefully 
set it in her grocery basket. 
 
"Hey Jo, how's it goin'?" she heard a high pitched voice say from behind her. 
 
"Oh hi, Charlotte," she answered, turning around, but leaving her hands on the 
cart. 
 



"Picking up some food for your new boarder? Jim tells me he checked in last night. 
So, what's the scoop on him?" asked Charlotte as she started straightening up 
the baskets of blueberries. "Jim met him yesterday at the gas station, then ran 
into him again this mornin' while he was out runnin'. He says he's pretty nice." 
 
As much as she liked her husband Jim, Jo wasn't overly fond of Charlotte. It's not 
that she wasn't a nice person.   
 
It's just that, well, she talked too much. 
 
And too much talking led to gossiping, and the last thing she wanted to do was 
have some rumors floating around town about Bob. The moment she had met him 
she had felt some sort of connection with him, and even though she herself was 
curious about what brought him here, she would do whatever she could to keep 
things low key where he was concerned. 
 
"So, what's his story, Jo?" asked Charlotte as she moved over to the rows of pre-
packaged salads and started to re-stack them. "Is he good lookin'?" 
 
Jo's cheeks suddenly felt warm, and she quickly looked down at the floor, hoping 
that Charlotte wouldn't notice her discomfort. "Yes, he is," she replied quietly. 
 
Charlotte grabbed another handful of salad bags and started rearranging them. 
"And? Is he married or what?" she asked somewhat impatiently, setting the last 
of the bags in its place. 
 
"I don't know, and even if I did, it's really none of my business...or yours, Charlotte," 
she blurted out more loudly than she intended. "Look, now's not really a good time 
for me to talk. Elsie has a lot of things for me to do at the inn, and I've got to 
get back there," she added, her voice much calmer than it was just seconds ago.  
 
"Well, okay. Maybe we can get together later," she suggested. 
 



"Maybe," replied Jo even though she was pretty sure that Charlotte's sole purpose 
for wanting to meet with her was to pump her for more information about Bob. 
"Say hi to Jim for me," she added as she turned her cart around and hurried over 
to the next aisle. 
 
Once she knew she was out of Charlotte's sight, she loosened her grip on the 
cart and let out a huge sigh of relief. 
 
What just happened back there? 
 
She knew why she had blushed at the mention of Bob's appearance.  After all, he 
was a good-looking man, but why had she suddenly felt the need to be so 
protective of him when she had only just met him yesterday? 
 
Because he was like her, that's why. 
 
He came to Clyde to get away from something, she was sure of it, and she'd be 
damned if she was going to let anyone start spreading rumors about him the way 
some of the townsfolk had done with her when she first came here. 
 
She was a mess back then, broken in places she thought would never heal. But 
then she had met Elsie, who had taken her in and believed in her when no one 
else did, and little by little, she had put herself back together. 
 
Although Bob wasn't beaten down the way she had been back then, there was a 
sadness in his eyes that spoke to her, and she felt the need to do whatever she 
could to make things easier for him while he was in town. 
 
Sure, she knew that wanting to help a man who was probably only going to be in 
town for a few days was silly, and yet she felt like it was the right thing to do. 
 
Smiling to herself, she turned her cart around and made her way to the 
checkout line. 



 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder's stomach rumbled as he closed up his laptop and stood up from the bed.  
Grabbing his bag of sunflower seeds from the nightstand, he poured a few of 
them out and popped them into his mouth. 
 
Elsie was expecting him to come down for lunch soon, and although the seeds in 
his mouth tasted good, he had to admit he was anxious to eat a more substantial 
meal. 
 
He was also anxious to find out what she wanted to talk to him about.   
 
When she had spoken to him before, she had seemed more subdued than she had 
been during their other encounters, and he wondered if maybe something was 
wrong. 
 
And what if there *was* something wrong? 
 
It's not like he could do really anything about it. After all, he barely knew the 
woman. 
 
Still, Elsie had gone out of her way to make him feel welcome from the moment 
he got here, and if there was something he could do to help her out, then he'd do 
it if he was able to. 
 
On the other hand, maybe she was just feeling lonely and wanted someone to talk 
to. 
 
In either case, he wasn't going to find out anything staying up here in his room. 
Making sure his computer was secure and all of his important documents were 
stored out of sight, he opened the door and headed downstairs. 
 



~~~~ 
 
"Those sure are some good lookin' strawberries," commented Elsie, plucking one 
from the green basket and popping it into her mouth. 
 
"Now Elsie, you know you should wash those before eating them," scolded Jo as 
she scooped up the basket before Elsie could grab another one. 
 
"I know, but I just couldn't resist," she said, wiping the corners of her mouth. "It's 
delicious." 
 
Jo held the plastic basket underneath the faucet and turned on the water, then 
sloshed the berries around, rinsing them. "I hope Bob likes strawberries. I didn't 
have a chance to get any other fruit while I was there." 
 
"Oh?  Why not?" asked Elsie. 
 
"Because Charlotte was working produce today, and she started asking me a 
bunch of questions about Bob, questions that were none of her business. I didn't 
want to stay there any longer than I had to," she huffed. She turned the water  
off, then dumped the entire container of strawberries out onto a cutting board. 
Taking a knife from the drawer, she began to slice them, pressing down harder 
than was necessary. 
 
"Careful, dear, you're going to cut yourself," said Elsie, gently touching her friend's 
wrist and steadying her hand.  "You can't let what she says bother you." 
 
Jo looked over at the wise woman standing next to her. "You're right, I know. It's 
just that, well, I know how rumors get started around here." 
 
"And you also know how they get stopped," remarked Elsie, raising her eyebrow 
and nodding her head. "Now let's get that lunch made. I'm hungry." 
 



Jo smiled, then went back to cutting the strawberries. "Yes, ma'am." 
 
"Can I help with anything?" asked Mulder, his low voice startling them both as he 
walked into the kitchen. 
 
"Land sakes' Bob, next time give an old woman a little warning before you walk up 
behind her," said Elsie, turning around and looking up at the young man standing to 
her left. 
 
"Sorry." 
 
Opening up the cabinet where the dishes were, she said, "Well, now that you're 
here you may as well make yourself useful. In here are the cups and plates, and 
over in that drawer is the silverware." 
 
Elsie's feistiness amused him, but he immediately did what she told him to do, 
pulling out three plates and three cups from the cupboard and some silverware 
from the drawer, then setting them on the table. "Is there anything else you'd like 
me to do?"  
 
"You like strawberries, Bob?" asked Jo as she discarded all the cut-off strawberry 
tops into the sink. 
 
"Yes, I do," he replied, his mind flashing back to the last time he had some.   
 
It was a little over a month ago when Scully was still pregnant and having cravings 
at all hours of the day.  One night around midnight after he'd just climbed into bed 
for the night, she had gotten the urge for some strawberries and whipped 
cream, and so he had dragged himself to the store to get her some, bringing 
home a quart size carton and a large can of Redi-Whip.  They ended up eating 
the entire carton and using up nearly all of the Redi-Whip...and not just on the 
strawberries.  
 



"Bob? Did you hear me? I asked you if you wanted some lemon with your iced tea," 
said Jo, disrupting his very pleasant memory of Scully giggling while licking whipped 
cream off his chest. 
 
"I'm sorry, I was thinking about something else," he said, clearing his throat. 
 
"I could see that.  So, did you want some lemon with your tea?" asked Jo, taking 
note of the distant look in his eyes. She remembered a similar look he'd gotten in 
his eyes when she'd mentioned how good he was at doing crossword puzzles, and 
she couldn't help wondering if he'd been thinking about the same person again, no 
doubt a woman. 
 
"That'd be nice, thanks," he replied as he sat down at the table. 
 
"I made some ham sandwiches, and there's some potato chips in the pantry if you 
want some," said Elsie. 
 
"A sandwich and some fruit will be just fine," commented Mulder, dishing some 
strawberries onto his plate and taking a sandwich off the tray. "It's really nice of 
you to do this for me. I haven't had a chance to pick up any food at the grocery 
store yet." 
 
"Nonsense. We were making lunch for ourselves anyway so why not make a little 
extra for one of our guests," remarked Elsie, dishing some berries onto her plate. 
 
He took a bite of his sandwich, then a drink of tea. "Well, I appreciate it. Since I've 
been traveling, I haven't really been eating as well as I should," he said, surprised 
that he found it so easy to talk to these women. 
 
Jo sat down in the chair across from Mulder. "So, does your job require that you 
travel a lot, Bob?" she asked, hoping that she wasn't being too nosy and that he 
would feel comfortable enough to tell them more about himself. 
 



"My job?" Her question caught him completely off guard, and his mind immediately 
went into overdrive, trying to think of an answer. 
 
What could his job be? 
 
He certainly couldn't tell them that he was a former FBI agent who had left his 
partner and his son to protect them. He had to think of something simple, yet 
plausible. 
 
And then it came to him. 
 
"I'm a writer," he lied, although technically he wasn't lying since he'd written at 
least a dozen journal and magazine articles over the last several years.   
 
"A writer, huh?" commented Elsie, her eyebrow rising with just a hint of 
skepticism. "So, what kinds of things do you write?" 
 
"Mostly articles, sometimes short stories. I'm pretty much a freelance writer," he 
answered, pleased that he was able to think of an answer so quickly, yet not 
entirely sure they bought it.   
 
He took another bite of his sandwich, then quickly changed the subject before 
they could ask him any more questions. "You said earlier that you wanted to talk 
to me about something, Elsie. What is it?" 
 
"Yes," replied Elsie, popping a berry into her mouth, then washing it down with 
some tea. "Jo and I were checking around outside the inn earlier, and we noticed 
that one of the gutters was loose, and we were kind of wondering if..." 
 
"If I could fix it," he said, finishing her sentence. "Sure, I could take a look," he 
offered, pleased that he could do something to repay them for their hospitality. 
"It's the least I could do to thank you for this nice lunch." 
 



"We wouldn't ask you, but we didn't want to have to ask our handyman George to 
drive all the way out here to fix it, especially since we don't really have anything 
else that needs tending to. We'd be willing to pay you for your time or we could..." 
 
"How about another meal?" he suggested, interrupting Elsie before she could 
finish.  "Like I said, I haven't really had a chance to get to the store since I've 
been here. 
 
"Okay then, it's settled. You fix our gutter this afternoon, and for dinner I'll make 
you some more of those pork chops you liked so much the other night," suggested 
Elsie. 
 
Mulder smiled at the two women sitting in front of him, then held out his hand to 
shake on their agreement. "It's a deal." 
 
~~~~ 
 
1:15 pm 
 
 
When he was eight years old, when the only thing he had to worry about was 
being seated at the dinner table by 6:00, he liked to help his father out in the 
yard. 
 
His dad taught him how to use the lawn mower, trim the bushes, clean out the 
gutters, fertilize the grass, and all those other things you needed to know how to 
do in order to take care of the outside of the house and the grounds that 
surrounded it. 
 
He liked this time with his dad, the two of them working side by side, taking care 
of their home, their family. They were different with each other then, talking 
about things as they worked that they felt awkward discussing at any other 
time. 



 
And as he climbed up the ladder leaning against the side of the inn, the sun at his 
back, a bulky tool belt around his waist, he thought about what he was like then 
and he wondered. 
 
If his father were still alive, what would he think of him now? What would he think 
of the choices he'd made? 
 
Quickly shaking off his feelings of doubt and getting back to the task at hand, he 
took two more steps up the ladder so he could get a better look at the loose 
gutter. Not only did it have two loose rusty nails in it, but it was also filled with a 
rather pungent smelling pile of old leaves and dirt. Pulling out a pair of work gloves 
from the tool belt, he carefully scooped out the mess and threw it down on the 
ground. Then he pulled out both nails and replaced them with two new ones. 
Satisfied with his handiwork, he climbed back down the ladder where Jo was 
waiting for him, a glass of lemonade in her hand. 
 
"Looks like you've done this before, Bob," she remarked as she looked up at the 
now fixed gutter.  
 
"Oh, maybe once or twice," he replied, removing the tool belt from his waist and 
setting it down on the ground. 
 
"Well, Elsie and I really appreciate it. I would've done it myself, but I have this thing 
about ladders." 
 
"I have the same thing about insects," he said, his eyes smiling. 
 
Handing him the cold drink, she shyly said, "I thought you could use this." 
 
"Thanks," he said, taking a long drink. "It is pretty hot out here." 
 



Jo watched as he drank some more, one hand on his hip, his eyes distant, his 
forehead crinkled and shiny with sweat, and she became even more curious 
about who he was and why he was really here.  
 
He was kind and thoughtful with a good sense of humor, and obviously well-
educated, yet there always seemed to be this underlying sense of sadness about 
him. 
 
He was keeping something from her and Elsie, she was sure of it, something that 
pulled and tugged at him all the time, and she wished that there was something 
she could do for him, something she could say that would help lighten his emotional 
burden the same way Elsie had done for her all those months ago. 
 
"When I first came to Clyde, I wasn't sure what to make of it here either," she 
blurted out, hoping that he wouldn't think she was being too forward. 
 
He looked at her then, contemplating what she said and wondering just how much 
he should reveal about himself.  "It *is* different, but different in a good way," he 
commented, his fingers tapping on the edge of the lemonade glass. "So, how long 
have you lived here?" 
 
"I've lived in North Carolina all my life, but I've only been in Clyde for about six 
months. It's a lot smaller than the town I grew up in, but I'm used to it now," she 
said, pleased that he was interested in talking with her. "Where are you from?" 
she asked, deciding to press her luck. 
 
Handing the now empty glass back to Jo, he walked over to the ladder and pulled 
it away from the house. "I'm from the east coast," he said, folding up the ladder 
and slowly lowering it to the ground. Then before she had a chance to ask him 
anything else, he picked the ladder back up and started walking back to the 
garage. "If you'll excuse me, I've got some things I need to get back to." 
 



"Sure, I understand," said Jo, walking beside him. "Thanks again for all your help, 
and I guess we'll see you at dinner tonight then, about 6:00 if that's all right." 
 
"6:00 it is," said Mulder, setting the ladder against the garage wall, then wiping his 
hands on his jeans before opening the back door and going in the house. 
 
Following him inside, Jo couldn't help but be disappointed that he didn't want to 
talk anymore, but she was pleased with what she did learn about him. 
 
Maybe at dinnertime, she could find out even more. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder stood in the shower, his hands pressed to the wall as he let the warm 
water pulsate against his back. 
 
It had felt good to do something physical, something useful, and although he 
missed Scully and William more than ever, at least for a little while he'd been able 
to forget all that was happening in his life. 
 
Rinsing out his hair, he climbed out of the shower, toweled off, and got dressed. 
 
It had been a while since he'd written his last message to Scully, and he was 
anxious to check his e-mail, not only to see if she'd responded to his previous 
messages, but also to tell her about his unusual afternoon. 
 
Quickly opening his laptop, he connected to the internet and accessed his 
Hushmail account: 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: plan9@hushmail.com 
From: lazbowl@hushmail.com 



Subject: Re: stars 
 
>I heard about those stars, and I'd very 
>much like to see them with you. How does 
>10:00 sound? 
 
 
10:00 it is. I thought maybe we could start 
by checking out Venus first, then work our  
way over to the Big Dipper, and if OLG is  
awake then, I'll bring him too. 
 
S. 
------------------------------ 
 
 
The thought of her standing outside under the moonlight pointing out all the stars 
to William made him feel warm inside, but it also made him sad. He should be the 
one to explain about the moon and stars and planets to their son. 
 
He should be the one to tell him of all the mysteries and possibilities the night sky 
held. 
 
But it wouldn't be this time. 
 
This time he would have to settle for looking up at the stars alone. 
 
Pressing the reply button, he thought for a moment, then typed six simple words: 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: lazbowl@hushmail.com 
From: plan9@hushmail.com 



Subject: Re: stars 
 
 
I'll be watching tonight...and wondering. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
Clicking on the send button, he thought some more about their *date* tonight, 
how even though they were separated by hundreds of miles, they would be 
connected by the stars, and he began to chuckle as he pictured himself literally 
connecting the stars to one another like a big dot-to-dot 
picture. 
 
It was funny the way his mind worked sometimes, and yet it was one of the 
things about him that Scully had said she loved the most about him. 
 
His beautiful mind, she called it. 
 
He wasn't sure it was so much beautiful as it was strange, but the fact that she 
thought of it that way was what mattered. 
 
Snapping himself out of his reverie, he logged out of his Hushmail account and 
logged into his Yahoo account. Earlier in the day, he had written to her about 
having her apartment checked for bugs and though he knew the gunmen weren't 
coming to inspect it until tomorrow, he thought that maybe she'd write to him 
about it again anyway. She did. 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: caddyshack@yahoo.com 
From: keepyouguessing@hotmail.com 
Subject: Re: termite problems 
 



LGM, 8:00 a.m. tomorrow. 
I hope they don't have to exterminate. 
Will forward a report to the XMA as 
soon as they're finished. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
So the guys would be giving her apartment the once-over tomorrow morning at 
8:00.  He knew that if there was anything to be found, they would find it and 
*exterminate* it, and that made him feel a little better. Still, until he knew for 
certain, he couldn't stop wondering if someone was constantly monitoring Scully, 
perhaps at this very moment. 
 
Were They watching her give William his late afternoon feeding? 
 
Were They following her from room to room at all hours of the day, invading her 
most private moments? 
 
And if They were, were They keeping a surveillance log on her? 
 
The guilt he felt about not being able to protect her and William made every 
nerve in his body stand at attention, and he could feel his grip on the sides of the 
computer getting tighter and tighter as he actually contemplated throwing it off 
the bed. 
 
Sure, slamming it to the floor or hurling it against the wall might make him feel 
better for a few seconds, but it would also cost him the only tangible connection 
he had with Scully right now. 
 
And so as quickly as he had lost control of his emotions, he regained his 
composure, releasing his fingers from around the edges of the laptop, and getting 
up from the bed. 
 



Looking at the portable refrigerator on the other side of the room, he wished 
that he'd gotten some bottled water from the store to put in it so that he could 
drink some now. Even though Jo had given him some cold lemonade to drink after 
he'd finished fixing the gutter, he was still thirsty. 
 
Walking over to the refrigerator anyway, he opened the door to see how much 
space was inside so once he did make it to the store, he wouldn't buy anything 
that was too large for it, but when he looked inside he was surprised to find that 
there was already something there. 
 
A six-pack of bottled water and a note. 
 
Picking up the note and pulling a bottle off of the plastic holder it was attached 
to, he immediately recognized the same hastily scrawled handwriting that was on 
the note he'd gotten with his pork chop dinner the first night he came here: 
 
You need plenty of water to drink after working out in the hot sun. Thanks for 
your help. 
 
He set the note on the top of the refrigerator and unscrewed the cap, then 
lifted the bottle to his lips. The unselfish kindness and generosity of these two 
women touched him, and he couldn't help but smile as he took several more drinks 
of the water they'd left for him. 
 
Walking back over to the bed, he put the bottle down on the nightstand and sat 
down, picking up his computer and resting it on his lap. 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: lazbowl@hushmail.com 
From: plan9@hushmail.com 
Subject: gutters 
 



You're not going to believe this, but 
I just got finished fixing a broken 
gutter on a very old house. 
 
Bet you didn't know I was even able to 
do that, did you? 
 
Will explain more later... 
 
M. 
----------------------------- 
 
He could just picture her reading his message for the first time, her right 
eyebrow raising, her mind sifting through all the possibilities of what in the world 
he was talking about. 
 
And he could picture her anxiously writing him back, wanting to know more, 
wanting to put his clues together so that what he wrote would make sense. It's 
what she did. It's what he loved about her. 
 
It's also what he missed about her. 
 
Rereading the message one last time, he let out a tired sigh, then pressed the 
'send' button. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Pic-and-Save Supermarket 
Twenty minutes later... 
 
 
He couldn't remember the last time he'd actually pushed a cart around in a 
grocery store. 



 
He usually just ran inside and grabbed what he needed, it all in one hand, 
sometimes two, or he used one of those plastic baskets they kept stacked up 
beside the entrance. 
 
That's what he did when it was just him, when he was still an FBI agent, when the 
only person he had to take care of was himself. 
 
Now he had Scully and William. 
 
He wished that they were both here with him now, William curiously trying to 
focus his eyes on all the brightly colored groceries as he rode around in one of 
those baby seats attached to the cart and Scully walking beside him, explaining 
why he should be buying more fruits and vegetables instead of so many snack 
foods. 
 
Then again, he wished for many things these days. 
 
"Sir, can I help you with something?" asked a woman standing behind him. 
 
Her voice startled him, and though he felt relatively safe in this town, his fingers 
instinctively went up to his hip, checking for his holster. A quick glance at the 
name tag she was wearing told him that her name was Amanda and that she'd 
been working at the Pic-and-Save for two years. Lowering his arm as 
nonchalantly as he could, he replied, "I'm fine, thank you." 
 
"Oh okay, it's just that when I looked up from my register and saw you just 
standin' there in the entryway, I thought maybe you were having trouble gettin' a 
cart or somethin'. They're pretty stubborn sometimes," she remarked, suddenly 
yanking one apart from the pack and accidentally running the back wheels right 
over the top of his shoe. 
 



"Oh, I'm so sorry, sir. I didn't mean to run over you," she said, looking down at the 
floor with embarrassment. 
 
"I guess I'll have to move my foot a little faster next time, huh?" he said jokingly, 
trying to ease her obvious discomfort, though his toes were experiencing some 
discomfort of their own at the moment. 
 
"If there's anything I can do for you, get for you, anything, just let me know," said 
Amanda as she took a deep breath and nervously wiped her hand across her 
forehead. 
 
"You can tell me what aisle the sunflower seeds are in," he stated, trying to 
wiggle out the pain in his toes from inside his shoe. 
 
"Aisle three, sir," she answered, her composure already back in tact, though her 
cheeks were still flushed. 
 
"Thank you," he said with a smile as he picked up a red shopping basket and went 
on his way. 
 
She pushed the cart back beside the other carts, then headed back to her 
register. 
 
"Who was *that*, Amanda?" asked Charlotte, hurrying over from register five. 
She watched him walk several aisles away, then turn down aisle three. "He's 
gorgeous," she commented, fanning her face with her hand. 
 
"I don't know," replied Amanda as she took her place back behind her register. 
"But I just ran over his foot with a grocery cart," she added, chuckling at her 
clumsiness.   
 
"You're kidding! What'd he do? Was he mad? What'd he say?" asked Charlotte, her 
head tilted to the side, her ear ready and waiting for some good gossip. 



 
"Geez Charlotte, don't you have anything better to do?" said Amanda as she 
started to ring up the customer who'd just come into her line. 
 
"Oh come on, Amanda. You and I both know this town isn't exactly a hotbed of 
activity. I have to take whatever excitement I can find," she said, spraying the 
dirty glass on her grocery scanner and wiping it off with a cloth. "So, who is he 
anyway?" 
 
Amanda placed the customer's few purchases in a plastic bag. "That'll be $5.68 
today, Mr. Shepton," she said, holding out her hand. 
 
"Well, I don't know who he is, but I think I saw him out jogging when I was picking up 
my newspaper this morning," he commented, reaching into his pocket and pulling 
six dollars out of his wallet. "At least, I think it was him. By the time I bent over 
and grabbed my paper, then stood up again, he was gone." 
 
"Hey, maybe it's Bob," said Charlotte excitedly as she shoved the bottle of glass 
cleaner back on the shelf underneath her register. 
 
"Bob? Who's that?" asked Amanda, handing back the older gentleman's change 
and trying not to let on that she was just as curious as Charlotte was about the 
handsome man who'd been so understanding about her grocery cart mishap. 
 
"He came into town yesterday. Jim met him at the gas station, then ran into him 
again this morning while he was out jogging. He's staying at Elsie's place, but I don't 
know for how long. Jo didn't say when I saw her earlier today," answered 
Charlotte, pleased with the fact that she was so up to date on the situation. 
 
"Charlotte, you're a piece of work," chuckled Mr. Shepton as he picked up his bag 
of groceries. "Thanks, Amanda. I'll be back tomorrow," he added, making sure he 
had a good grip on his cane before heading out. 
 



"You're welcome. See you tomorrow, 4:30 sharp," said Amanda, smiling at him as 
she watched him slowly walk out the door. Then she turned to Charlotte and 
said,"If it is him, I wonder what he's doing in Clyde. It's not like we get that many 
out-of-towners anymore." 
 
"Well, why don't you ask him yourself?" suggested Charlotte, primping her hair and 
tugging the wrinkles out of her blouse.  "It looks like he's ready to check out, and 
he's headed your way." 
 
Quickly running her fingers through her own hair, Amanda stood up straighter 
and pretended to be busy at her register. 
 
"Is it safe to check out here?" he said dryly, though she could see just the 
slightest bit of a smile on his face. 
 
"Umm, yeah," she replied, instantly flustered by the charming stranger standing in 
front of her. 
 
"Okay, I just wanted to make sure," he said, setting his basket on the counter. 
 
"I'm really sorry about what happened before, sir. I hope your foot's okay," she said 
as she pulled his items out of the basket and ran them across the scanner. 
 
A six-pack of bottled water. Evian.   
 
"It's fine," he answered, though he was sure his toes would look bruised once he 
took off his sock. 
 
Sunflower seeds. Two bags of them. 
 
"So, did you find everything you needed?"  
 
"Yes, I did." 



 
Three apples. One McIntosh, two Golden Delicious. 
 
"So ummm, I don't think I've seen you around here before," she remarked, keeping 
her eyes focused on his items instead of his face. "Are you just passing through 
on your way to somewhere else?" she boldly asked, her cheeks becoming warmer 
by the second. 
 
Instant coffee. Maxwell House. And some tea bags. Lemon-flavored. 
 
"Actually, I'm staying over at the Come On Inn." He bit his lip a moment and looked 
towards the windows at the front of the store, then quietly added, "For now." 
 
It was obvious that he had something on his mind, but not wanting to push her 
luck, she simply said, "Well, I hope you enjoy your stay here." She put the coffee 
and tea in the bag with the rest of his things and told him the total of his bill. 
 
"Thanks," he said, pulling a twenty-dollar bill from his wallet and handing it to her. 
 
Amanda punched in the numbers and waited for her register tray to open. "And 
like I said before, if there's anything I can do for you, any restaurants I can 
recommend while you're here, whatever, I'd be glad to help, sir." 
 
He stuck the change she gave him back in his pants pocket. "Well, for starters, 
you can stop calling me sir." Holding out his hand, he smiled and said, "I'm Bob. Bob 
Halley.  Thanks again for all your help, Amanda." 
 
And with those words, he picked up his bag and the bottled water and headed 
towards the front door. 
 
Amanda watched him leave the store and go out into the parking lot, his long-
legged stride, smooth and graceful.  Charlotte was right. 
 



The man was gorgeous. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder sat on the bed, mindlessly flipping through the channels on the television, 
his left foot propped up on a pillow. 
 
Chuckling at the fact that he'd actually been injured by something as mundane as 
a grocery cart, he slowly wiggled his bruised toes. 
 
If Scully were here right now, she'd be pampering him, making sure he was 
comfortable and that he wasn't in too much pain. 
 
She'd also be teasing him. 
 
God, he missed her. 
 
He could just picture the look she'd have on her face if he came home and told 
her that he was attacked by a grocery cart. 
 
But he hadn't come home to her, and he hadn't come home to his son. Hell, he 
hadn't even come home at all. 
 
He'd come back to an inn out in the middle of nowhere. 
 
Tossing the remote down to the end of the bed, he leaned back against the pillow 
and closed his eyes in frustration. 
 
~~~~ 
 
6:20 pm 
 
 



"That really was nice of Bob to fix that gutter for us this afternoon, Jo," said 
Elsie, flipping a pork chop over in the pan. 
 
"Yes, it was," remarked Jo. "And he did a good job too." She set the plates out on 
the table. "When I was out there talking to him, I found out that he's from 
somewhere along the east coast. He didn't say from where though. I got the 
impression he didn't want me to know," she added, placing a fork and a knife by 
each plate. 
 
"If he wants to tell us more about himself, he will," said Elsie. 
 
"But that's not what you said when he first came here." 
 
"It isn't?" she teased as she sprinkled some more pepper on the pork chops. 
 
"You know perfectly well that you want to know more about 
Bob just as much as I do, Elsie," said Jo, checking the boiling potatoes on the stove. 
 
"Do you believe that everything happens for a reason, Josephine?" she asked 
suddenly. 
 
"I'm not sure. It's kind of hard to believe it when bad things happen to good people, 
you know?" 
 
The older woman turned to Jo and put her hand on her  
shoulder. "I do know, my dear, but you're doing okay now." 
 
Jo smiled. "Yes, I am...thanks to you." 
 
"You know, I can't really explain it, but I have a feeling that Bob came here for a 
reason, that he needed to be someplace other than where he was. Maybe he can 
find some peace of mind while he's here." 
 



Leaning over, she gave her friend a quick kiss on the cheek and laughed. "Well, he 
will if you have anything to say about it, Elsie." 
 
~~~~ 
 
"Dada..." 
 
"Scully, he's talking." 
 
"I hear him, Mulder." 
 
"Dadadada..." 
 
"Yeah, but he's really talking, and he's saying my name." 
 
"I know." 
 
"He's a genius." 
 
"He's your son." 
 
"Flattery will get you everywhere, Scully." 
 
"I was hoping it might get me in the bedroom." 
 
"Oh, I think that can be arranged, say, around 9:00 after the little guy's down for 
the night?" 
 
"It's a date." 
 
Knock, knock. 
 
"Bob?" 



 
Knock.  Knock.  Knock. 
 
"Mr. Halley, are you in there? It's Jo." 
 
Mulder slowly opened his eyes at the sound of her voice, his mind groggy, his body 
heavy with exhaustion. 
 
"Umm, I just wanted to tell you that dinner's all set whenever you're ready," she 
said. 
 
Pushing himself up into a more upright position, he rubbed his eyes and sleepily 
replied, "Ah yeah, I'll be down in a few minutes." 
 
"Well, okay then," she awkwardly answered from the other side of the door. 
 
As he listened to her footsteps go down the hall, he looked over at the clock on 
the wall, then at the TV, which he'd apparently left turned on. He didn't remember 
dozing off before, but he remembered what he'd been dreaming. 
 
He remembered every detail. 
 
Opening the drawer of the nightstand, he pulled out the photograph of Scully and 
William and gently pressed his fingers to their faces. 
 
Dinner would have to wait. 
 
~~~~ 
 
6:33 pm 
 
 



"Didn't your mother ever tell you that it wasn't polite to be late for dinner?" 
asked Elsie as she watched him take his place at the table. 
 
He was flustered by her bluntness, but only for a moment. 
 
"I wanted to look good before I came down," he dryly remarked. 
 
"And that's the best you could do?" she retorted, taking note of his jeans and 
blue t-shirt.   
 
Her cantankerous attitude amused him, and though his thoughts were still on 
Scully and William, he couldn't help but smile at her quick wit.   
 
"It's the best I could do for *now*," he replied, looking down at his shirt. "I haven't 
had a chance to get any of my clothes cleaned since I've been traveling." 
 
"There's a laundromat about a mile from here," offered Jo as she passed the bowl 
of mashed potatoes across the table to him. "Or you could use the washing 
machine and dryer we have here at the inn," she suggested. 
 
"As much as I appreciate the offer, I wouldn't want to put you out. Besides, 
you've both already done so much for me. I can take my things to the laundromat 
tomorrow, if you'll just tell me how to get there." 
 
"Nonsense," said Elsie, reaching over and placing her frail hand on the crook of his 
arm. "You'll use our washer and dryer, and I don't want to hear anymore about it." 
 
"Better not argue with her, Bob," commented Jo. "You won't win." 
 
"Um...well...thanks," he said hesitantly, though he felt kind of awkward about 
accepting their offer. 
 



He looked down at his plate and sliced off a piece of pork chop, then popped it 
into his mouth.  It was a little cold, but tasted just as delicious as the pork chops 
he'd eaten the night before. 
 
"So Bob, were you working on a story before?" asked Jo, sprinkling some salt on 
her potatoes. "You took a while to answer your door when I called you for dinner. I 
figured maybe you were writing or something," she said, hoping that maybe he'd 
open up a bit and tell them more about himself. 
 
"Yeah, actually I was," he lied. "I was kind of on a roll and didn't want to stop," he 
added, avoiding her eyes and instead concentrating on the butter melting on his 
mashed potatoes. 
 
"So, what's this big story you're working on anyway?"asked Elsie. 
 
She was looking at him rather suspiciously, and he knew he had to think fast. He 
wasn't really writing a story, but he *was* writing down research he had 
gathered on the super soldiers. 
 
"Um, it's actually a mystery," he replied, pleased with how quickly he was able to 
come up with an answer. "But I'm having kind of a hard time putting all the pieces 
together." 
 
And he was having trouble, turning up absolutely nothing on them so far. 
 
"Well, maybe we could give you some ideas, that is, if you'd like some," offered Jo, 
taking a bite of her peas. 
 
"No, thanks. It's best that I figure things out for myself," he said, not wanting to 
mention even the slightest detail about what he was really doing for fear of 
putting them in danger. "But there is something you *could* do for me." 
 
"What's that?" asked Jo. 



 
He smiled. "You could pass me some more of those pork chops." 
 
~~~~ 
 
7:23 pm 
 
 
Elsie reached down into the sudsy water. "You don't think Bob's really writing a 
book, do you?" she asked as she pulled out a soapy plate. 
 
"What are you talking about?" 
 
She rinsed off the plate, then handed it to Jo.  "I don't think he's telling us the 
truth, well, at least not the whole truth anyway." 
 
"What makes you say that?" she asked. 
 
"It's nothing specific, really. It's just a feeling I have, and there's something I see in 
his eyes, I don't know, a weariness, or maybe it's more like a wariness, like he's 
trying to keep quiet about something so he won't hurt anybody.  Like I said, I can't 
explain it. I just know that I can see it."  
 
Jo thought about what she said and about all the times when she'd looked directly 
in Bob's eyes when she was talking to him. 
 
She'd seen the sadness in his eyes before, several times in fact, but was he sad 
because of a secret he was forced to keep? 
 
Or was he sad because of something else? 
 
When she herself first came to Clyde, she had her own secrets, terrible secrets 
that she was afraid to tell anyone. 



 
How she had run off with a man nearly twice her age, how the same man had 
abused her for nearly a year before she'd finally escaped one night while he was 
passed out drunk on the floor of their tiny four room apartment.  
 
How she had once tried to take her own life.  
 
Oh, she understood sadness all right. She understood it all too well.  
 
And there was something else, something that she just now remembered, 
something she hadn't really noticed before until tonight when he'd helped her 
clear the dishes from the table.  
 
Something that caught her completely off guard.  
 
Scars. 
 
On his wrists. 
 
Like hers. 
 
Was it possible that he had tried to take his life at one time too? 
 
The thought sent a dark cold shiver through her body. 
 
"Jo, honey, are you okay?" asked Elsie, lightly touching her shoulder and disrupting 
her thoughts.  
 
Setting the dried plate on the counter, she suddenly put her arms around Elsie 
and said, "No, I'm not okay.  I'm not okay at all." 
 
"Well, my goodness, dear, what is it? What's wrong, Josephine?" she asked, gently 
patting her friend on the back.  



 
Raising her head up, she looked into the older woman's eyes and quietly replied, 
"Oh Elsie, I think Bob might be in trouble."  
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder stretched out on the bed, his belly full of peas, pork chops, and potatoes. 
 
The last time he'd eaten this much was when he and Scully were out in Hollywood. 
The night of the movie premiere, they'd gone out to a fancy Italian restaurant, 
dining on three kinds of pasta and a basketful of bread sticks, 
followed by a very large piece of chocolate cheesecake. 
 
He'd never seen Scully eat that much food before. 
 
He'd also never seen her so carefree, the sound of her playful laughter radiating 
throughout the entire restaurant. 
 
Rolling over on his side, he pulled the nightstand drawer open and took out the 
photo of her and William again. It was after 7:30 now, which meant that she was 
finished eating her dinner as well. He wondered what tiny meal she'd prepared for 
herself tonight and if William had already had his early evening feeding. 
 
He wondered what it would be like to have them here with him right now, Scully 
lying on the left side of the bed, William nestled in between them. 
 
And he wondered why everything in his life always had to be so damn hard. 
 
Laying his head back down on the pillow, he closed his eyes and let the tears 
quietly slip down his cheeks. 
 
~~~~ 
 



Jo stood in front of her bedroom window, looking through the dusty glass. 
 
The thought that Bob might have tried to kill himself at one time had upset her 
more than she realized. 
 
But why? 
 
Was it because she was falling in love with him, and she didn't like to see him 
hurting? 
 
No, it couldn't be that. After all, she'd only known him a couple days, and besides, 
she'd gotten the distinct impression that there was already a woman in his life. 
 
Was it because he didn't seem like the type of person who would try to commit 
suicide? 
 
No, it couldn't be that either. At one time, she never would've thought that she 
could hurt herself that way, and yet she did. 
 
Then what was it about Bob that upset her so? 
 
She turned her arm over and looked down at the thin red scar on her left wrist. 
Sometimes when there was a drastic change in the weather, it would actually 
ache, the nerve endings in it twitching with tiny jolts of electricity that she could 
feel all the way up her arm. 
 
And sometimes she would completely forget that it was there at all. 
 
She wished she could forget about it tonight and forget the fact that her new 
friend Bob had also most likely gone through such a painful experience in his life. 
 
But she couldn't. 
 



She couldn't forget the desperation she felt as she picked up the knife and sliced 
through her skin, wanting to end it all. 
 
And she couldn't forget how ashamed she felt afterwards. 
 
Did Bob feel ashamed about what he'd done too?   
 
Staring out at the lowering sun, she rubbed the faded red line on her wrist and 
wondered why life had to be so complicated. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Elsie walked out into the living room and took the familiar place in her rocking 
chair. 
 
This was the time when she reflected on the day's events, the time when she 
usually thought of her husband Allan, the time when she felt most at peace. 
 
But not tonight. 
 
The conversation she'd had with Jo earlier worried her. She was clearly upset 
about Bob, and yet she hadn't explained why. She had told her she thought Bob 
was in trouble, and then she had abruptly left the room without saying another 
word. 
 
Oh, she knew that Jo would talk to her eventually, but still it was rather troubling. 
 
Looking over at the picture of Allan on the fireplace, she wished he was actually 
here right now, sitting on the couch with his feet propped up on the coffee table, 
a cup of tea in his hand and excitedly telling her about the new batch of photos 
he'd taken earlier in the day. 
 
And she wished life were as simple as it used to be. 



 
Closing her eyes, she slowly rocked herself in the chair, letting the pleasant 
thoughts of her husband comfort her. 
 
~~~~ 
 
9:43 pm 
 
 
It was dark when his eyes opened. 
 
The sadness he felt over not being with Scully and William combined with the 
fullness of his belly from his earlier meal had overtaken him, lulling him into a deep 
sleep for over two hours. 
 
He rolled over and glanced at the clock, then quickly sat up in bed when he 
realized just how late it was.  It was almost 10:00, and he'd nearly slept right 
through his 'date' to go star-gazing with Scully. 
 
Rubbing his eyes and rolling his shoulders, he tried to work out the kinks and wake 
himself up. He'd slept more soundly than usual, and his mind was still fuzzy, his 
muscles sore and stiff. 
 
If Scully were here right now, she'd massage the knots out of his shoulders for 
him, all the while teasing him about how old and rickety his body was getting, and 
then she'd kiss him, first on one side of his neck, then the other just the way she 
always did after she gave him a neck massage. 
 
But she wasn't here. 
 
She was over a thousand miles away with their son, getting ready to watch the 
stars with him in the hopes that maybe, just maybe, they'd both be looking up at 
the same ones at the same time. 



 
And that's when it hit him. 
 
No, it wasn't a hit...it was more like a direct punch to the chest, and it was so 
strong it nearly knocked the breath right out of his lungs. 
 
Completely forgetting about his achy muscles, he quickly jumped out of bed and 
grabbed his laptop from the desk, then turned it on and waited for it to warm up. 
 
By the time his Yahoo account finally popped up, his fingers were trembling so 
much, he could barely hold the computer on his lap, let alone type the words on 
the keyboard, but somehow he did, expressing in two sentences the simple 
realization he should've come to days ago. 
 
 
----------------------------- 
To: keepyouguessing@hotmail.com 
From: caddyshack@yahoo.com 
Subject: let's do it 
 
Come be with me.  
We can make things work. 
 
M. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
His chest tightened, his heart wildly thudding inside of it, as he looked down at the 
words on the screen. It was crazy of him to think that she'd just read his 
message, pack up her life and William's, and come here to be with him. 
 
Wasn't it? 
 



No, what he was asking of her was right. 
 
What was crazy was for them to live like this. 
 
Staying apart out of fear?   
 
They'd never given in to their fears before. They'd always fought, even when they 
knew their chances of winning were next to nothing. 
 
And yet they'd let themselves be separated, let their family be torn apart. 
 
And for what? 
 
What exactly had he accomplished since he'd left her anyway? 
 
None of his internet sources had panned out, the files he'd brought with him 
hadn't provided any new information. Every lead, every hunch had turned up 
nothing. 
 
In truth, he wasn't any closer to finding out how to stop the super soldiers than 
he was when he got here.  
 
And that was what hurt most of all. 
 
That he'd left behind the two people he loved most in the world for nothing.   
 
Sure, they'd agreed that he'd leave for two weeks and then they'd decide what 
to do about their situation, but none of that seemed so important anymore. 
 
What was important was that Scully and William be here where he could better 
protect them, where he and Scully could work together instead of apart. 
 
After all, weren't they always at their strongest when they were together? 



 
Yes, this was right, and this was what he wanted. 
 
But would Scully think it was right too? 
 
Looking at his message again, he caught a glimpse of the time in the lower right 
hand corner of the screen. 
 
Damn it. It was 9:59.  
 
He'd been so wrapped up in his thoughts that he'd completely forgotten that he 
was supposed to be outside now. 
 
Reading his words one last time, he closed the lid without pressing the 'send' 
button, threw the sheets over the computer, then hurried down the stairs and 
out the door. 
 
Walking over by the old oak tree out front, he tilted his head back and looked up 
at the night sky. It was especially clear tonight, perfect for looking at the stars. 
 
And for wondering. 
 
Was she looking up at the same brilliant stars as he was, seeing the same 
shadows pass across the crescent moon? 
 
Was William squirming around in her arms as she pointed his tiny fingers up 
towards the sky and explained to him what the Big Dipper was? 
 
Was she wishing like he was that the three of them were together right now, his 
arm around her, his hand on their son? 
 
Taking in a deep breath of the cool night air, he closed his eyes and wondered 
some more. 



 
If he went inside right now and sent her the message he'd just written, would she 
come? 
 
Would she be willing to risk everything so they could all be together? 
 
Opening his eyes again, he looked towards the northeast just in time to see a tiny 
streak of light fading into the blackened sky, the last remnants of a shooting 
star. 
 
"I hope you made a good one, Bob," said Elsie, her voice so soft he almost didn't 
hear it. 
 
Turning around, he saw her sitting on the porch swing, a shawl loosely hanging 
around her shoulders, her cane propped up against the side of the house. 
 
"A good one?" he asked as he walked over to the porch. 
 
"A wish. When you see a shooting star, you're supposed to make a wish," she 
explained, moving over on the swing so he could sit down. "I hope yours was a good 
one." 
 
He considered her words for a moment, then asked, "Was yours?" 
 
"I got my wish 42 years ago when my Allan asked me to marry him. After that, I 
didn't need anything else," she replied matter-of-factly. "What are you doing out 
here, Bob?" she asked, patting the seat beside her. 
 
Holding onto the railing, he climbed the wooden steps, then cautiously sat down on 
the other end of the squeaky porch swing. He wasn't expecting anyone else to be 
out here tonight, and now here she was telling him personal things about herself 
and asking him questions that were really none of her business. 
 



And yet for some reason he was oddly drawn to her, curious about how her mind 
worked, fascinated by her simple view of life. 
 
"I...um...needed to clear my head...think about some things," he replied, not telling 
her why he was really out here, but not lying about it either. 
 
"About the book you're writing?" she asked, though he got the distinct impression 
that she already knew he wasn't thinking about that. 
 
"Other things," he said simply, softly toeing the floor with his shoe just enough to 
start the swing swaying. 
 
Elsie tightened the shawl around her shoulders. "You're not really working on a 
book, are you?" 
 
"No, I'm not," he answered, surprised at how easy it was to admit it to her. 
 
"Then why are you here?" she retorted in that no-nonsense tone of voice she'd 
used with him before. "What are you running away from, Bob?" 
 
"Is this how you treat all your guests?" he shot back, both irritated and flustered 
that she seemed to know so much about him. 
 
"Only the ones who need my help," she said simply, placing her frail hand on top of 
his. 
 
There was a time in his life when a statement like that would've pissed him off, 
pushed him into doing something impulsive that he would regret later, but the 
longer he contemplated Elsie's words, the clearer things became to him and the 
more certain he felt that the decision he'd made earlier was the right one. 
 
Letting out a long sigh, he turned to her and quietly said, "I do need your help." 
 



~~~~ 
 
12:20 am 
 
 
Mulder kicked off his shoes and plopped on the bed, his mind filled with a whirlwind 
of emotions. 
 
Two hours ago, he'd explained to Elsie who he really was and why he was here, and 
he'd told her about Scully and William. 
 
Of course, he'd barely skimmed the surface...it was better for everyone that 
way...but she now knew that he was former FBI Agent Fox Mulder and that his 
partner and their son needed a safe place to stay for a while. 
 
Being the no-nonsense, yet compassionate and open-minded woman that he'd 
gotten to know over the past few days, she'd simply said, "It'll be nice to have a 
baby around. We haven't had one here at the inn in years."   
 
Then she'd patted his arm, stood up from the swing, and added, "Better rest up 
tonight while you can, Bob. Once your William gets here, I doubt you'll be sleeping 
much." 
 
After that, she'd gone back inside and went to bed, leaving him out on the swing 
to think about all the things that had to come together for his plan to work. 
 
And think about them, he did, slowly swinging on the porch swing and watching 
the stars for nearly an hour and a half before finally coming inside. 
 
Pulling his computer back out from under the sheets, he opened the lid and looked 
at his message again: 
 
 



----------------------------- 
To: keepyouguessing@hotmail.com 
From: caddyshack@yahoo.com 
Subject: let's do it 
 
Come be with me.  
We can make things work. 
 
M. 
----------------------------- 
 
 
And then he deleted it. 
 
They couldn't discuss something this important using a computer. He had to hear 
her voice. He had to hear her explain all the logical reasons why they shouldn't be 
doing this, then agree to it anyway. 
 
He had to hear her say yes and know that she meant it. 
 
Setting the computer aside, he opened up the drawer on the nightstand, then 
took out his cell phone and the photo of Scully and William. 
 
He had missed them both so much, and the thought that he might actually be 
seeing them in just a few short days made his heart thrum with anticipation. 
 
He couldn't wait to put his arms around her again, talk with her, work with her, 
make love to her. 
 
Hear her say his name. 
 
Such a silly thing, he knew, but he longed to hear her call him Mulder again, 
knowing that every time she did, it meant so much more than just his name. 



 
And he couldn't wait to see how much William had grown, to see how his face had 
changed, and hold him in his arms. 
 
To tell him he loved him. 
 
He picked up the phone and looked over at the clock.  It was after midnight, and 
she was probably sound asleep in bed by now. 
 
Or maybe not. 
 
Maybe she was still up too, thinking about their 'date' tonight, or maybe she was 
feeding William again. 
 
Regardless of the late hour, he didn't want to wait anymore. No, he *couldn't* 
wait now that he'd made the decision to do this. 
 
With a shaky hand, he turned the phone over and anxiously pressed the tiny gray 
button he'd pressed thousands of times before. 
 
One ring and then another. 
 
He tried to calm his breathing, tried to keep his hand from shaking. 
 
A third ring. 
 
And then her voice, just as he remembered it, soft and feminine, yet strong, 
always strong. 
 
"Hello," she said quietly. 
 
And then another sound, a baby gurgling in the background. His son. 
 



The lump in his throat now the size of a boulder, he closed his eyes and tried to 
swallow it. 
 
"Hello? Is anyone there?" she asked hopefully, and it was then he could tell that 
she knew. "Mulder?" 
 
And it was then that he could breathe again. 
 
"Yeah, it's me, Scully," he replied, opening his eyes. Then he leaned his head back 
against the pillow and smiled. "And I have so much to tell you." 
 
~~~~ 
 
2: Homecoming 
 
 
Three days later 
 
 
Scully drove past the city limits sign and pulled into the gas station that wasn't 
far past it. 
 
Turning around and seeing that William was still asleep in the seat behind her, she 
let out an exhausted sigh. He'd been crying off and on for the past hour, and 
having him sleep so soundly now was a big relief. 
 
Lowering his window halfway, then opening the door as quietly as she could, she 
got out of the car and stretched her legs. All of the driving she'd been doing over 
the past two days had been stressful, not just because of having to deal with 
William, but because she still wasn't sure if she was doing the right thing. 
 
Was this town really the safest place for them to be? 
 



And what about this Elsie person Mulder had told her about?  Could she be 
trusted not to reveal who they really were while they were staying at her inn? 
 
Mulder had told her that both she and this other woman Jo had been nothing but 
gracious and kind towards him ever since he'd arrived in Clyde, but still, she 
couldn't help feeling apprehensive about the whole thing. 
 
"Excuse me, ma'am. Can I help you with something?" said a tall man standing behind 
her. He was wearing a shirt with the name "Jim" sewn on the pocket and a big 
grease spot right below it. "You need a fill up?" he asked, casually glancing into the 
car and noticing William inside. "Or is there something else I can get for you?" 
 
"Could you tell me how to get to the 'Come On Inn'?  The directions I got weren't 
very clear," she said, looking through the window at William. "And I'd rather not 
drive all over the place trying to find it if I don't have to." 
 
"I don't blame ya for wanting to get where you're going," chuckled the man. "I bet 
you never know when the little one there is gonna wake up and start hollerin' for 
something to eat. By the way, my name's Jim, Jim Pollock.  Welcome to Clyde," he 
said, extending his hand to her.  
 
She reached out and shook it, grateful for the fact that it wasn't greasy like his 
shirt. "It's nice to meet you, Mr. Pollock." 
 
"Call me Jim. Everyone else does," he remarked. "So, you said you need to know 
how to get to Elsie's place?" 
 
"Is she the woman who runs the inn?" asked Scully, not wanting to give away the 
fact that she already knew the answer to her question. 
 
"Been runnin' it for over forty years now, though business has slowed down the 
past few years. It's a shame, really.  Elsie and Jo take good care of the place," he 
said, sticking his hands in his pockets and leaning against the side of her car. "If 



you're plannin' on staying there for a while, I know they'll have plenty of room for 
you and your little one. Last I knew, Bob was the only boarder they had staying 
with 'em." 
 
Her eyes widened.   
 
Bob.   
 
That's the name Mulder told her he'd been using since he'd arrived here. 
 
Bob Halley. That's what he was calling himself now, and apparently it was common 
knowledge. 
 
But it wasn't common for her. 
 
He was Mulder to her and always would be. 
 
Mulder. 
 
"You okay, ma'am?" asked Jim, his voice snapping her out of her reverie. "You need 
to sit down or somethin'?" 
 
Rubbing her fingertips over her cheek, she glanced over at William still asleep in his 
seat, his right hand tucked under his chin the same way Mulder did sometimes 
when he slept. 
 
"I'm fine," she answered. "I've just been driving for a long time, that's all, and I 
guess it's catching up with me." 
 
"Well, the inn's not too far from here, and like I said, I'm sure you'll have no 
problem getting a room there. Will you be staying in town long, or are you just 
passing through?"  
 



Trusting the fact that Mulder had told her the people here were honest and 
friendly, she decided that now was as good a time as any to start getting used to 
her new identity. "Actually, I plan on being here a while. I'm Bob's wife, Sarah, and 
this is our son," she said, reaching through the window and gently brushing her 
fingers over William's fuzzy hair. 
 
"Well, I'll be," he said excitedly, taking her hand and shaking it again, this time more 
vigorously. "Bob never told me he had a wife, and a pretty one at that." 
 
Leaning down and looking through the window at William, he smiled. "And you've 
got a fine-looking boy there too. Looks a bit like his dad, I'd say." 
 
His sincerity touched her, and she smiled back. "I think so too," she said proudly as 
she thought about how much some of William's facial features really had started 
to look like his dad's. 
 
"So, you and Bob are friends?" she asked, curious about the fact that in the 
short time he'd been in town, Mulder had actually taken the time to get to know 
some of the people here. 
 
"More like runnin' buddies, I suppose. The other day when I was out running, he 
was practically passed out on the park bench from exhaustion. I sat down with 
him for a while to make sure he was okay, and well...we got to talkin' about some 
things, and ever since then, we always seem to be out runnin' about the same 
time every morning. I can't keep up with him for long though, not with those long 
legs of his." 
 
She smiled at the thought of Mulder running through the town each morning, his 
long lean legs gracefully carrying him from one road to the next, his muscular 
arms pumping in a steady rhythm. 
 
But then she remembered what Jim had said about seeing him being nearly passed 
out on the park bench, and her pleasant thoughts quickly turned to ones of 



concern. It would be just like him to overdo, to run himself to the point of 
exhaustion. She'd seen him do it way too many times, usually when something was 
bothering him. 
 
"It doesn't surprise me," she remarked. "He's always been one to push himself to 
the limit, and often times beyond.  He's been okay since then though, hasn't he?" 
she asked, trying not to be too obvious with her concern. 
 
"Oh yeah, like I said, I usually don't stick with him long. Ten minutes into our run, 
and I'm pretty much left eatin' his dust," he laughed. 
 
She breathed a sigh of relief and turned her attention back to William who was 
beginning to stir. 
 
"Looks like your little one's gettin' ready for some action," he commented. 
 
"Yes, which means I better get going so I can feed him." She popped William's 
pacifier into his mouth in hopes that it would lull him back to sleep, at least until 
she could get to the inn. "He's quite adamant about when he wants his meals 
served." 
 
Jim laughed. "I understand. Our Janie was the same way when she was a baby. 
When she was hungry, *everyone* knew about it."   
 
He pulled a notepad and a small pencil out of his pocket and scribbled a quick map 
on it. "Here are the directions to the inn," he said as he peeled off the piece of 
paper and handed it to her.   
 
"Thanks, I appreciate it," she said, getting back into the car. "It was nice talking to 
you, Jim." 
 
And it had been nice.   
 



She'd just spent the last ten minutes talking to a stranger about her personal 
life, and yet she hadn't really felt all that uncomfortable about it. 
 
Maybe Mulder was right about what he'd told her about this town. Maybe she 
*could* get used to staying here for a while. 
 
Maybe. 
 
"Say hello to Bob for me, and enjoy your stay here, Sarah," said Jim as he stepped 
backwards away from her car. 
 
She nodded her head in acknowledgement, turned to check on William one last 
time, then pressed her foot on the accelerator.  
 
Mulder was waiting for her. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Jo looked out the window down the road. She'd be here any time now.  
 
The woman Bob had been thinking about all those times he looked so distant and 
sad. The woman he'd left behind so that she'd be safe. 
 
The woman he had a child with. 
 
Funny, she'd never really pictured Bob as a father during all the times she'd 
talked with him, and yet somehow it seemed like it was right for him. 
 
She never would've guessed he'd been an FBI agent either, and yet that seemed 
to fit him too. 
 
Two days ago he'd explained to her who he really was and why it was imperative 
that she keep his real identity a secret. At the time she'd hung on his every 



word, completely fascinated by what he was saying, but now that it was almost 
time for his family to arrive, she couldn't help feeling uneasy about the whole 
situation. 
 
What if having his wife and son here put her and Elsie in danger? 
 
As much as she had begun to care about Bob, she wouldn't be held responsible for 
what she'd do to him if anything happened to Elsie while the three of them were 
here. 
 
Still, once she'd heard his story, her heart had gone out to him even more so than 
before. The things he must've seen and done while working for the FBI...she 
couldn't even begin to imagine what his life was like then. 
 
And the scars on his wrists...now she no longer thought they were ones he'd 
inflicted on himself, but were there because of something that was done to him 
during the course of his job. 
 
How could someone hurt another human being like that? 
 
And what about his wife? 
 
He'd told her and Elsie that she was his partner and that she also no longer 
worked for the FBI.   
 
Did she have scars because of their work too? 
 
Lightly brushing her fingers over her own scars, Jo walked to the other window 
and looked outside again. 
 
Still not here. 
 



Bob must be worried sick wondering what's taking her so long, or should she start 
calling him Mulder now? 
 
That was his real name after all, or at least his last name anyway. 
 
She thought it was odd that someone would only want to be called by their last 
name, but she'd respect his wishes while he was here and call him that if it's what 
he wanted. 
 
And she'd call his wife Scully too, if that's what he wanted her to do, although 
that seemed even more awkward for her to say than Mulder. Maybe once Scully 
was here though, she could talk to both of them about calling them by the names 
everyone else in town would know them by. 
 
As for their son, she was glad when he'd told her that they had decided not to 
change his name too. After all, he was only about a week old, and if his mom and 
dad always called him by his real name, and everyone else in town kept calling him 
something else, not only would it be confusing to keep two different names 
straight, but it could very well set him up for some emotional problems later on in 
his life. 
 
And she wouldn't wish those kinds of problems on anyone. 
 
"Everything all set in here, Jo?" asked Mulder, startling her out of her thoughts. 
 
She turned from the window to face him. "Yeah, I think so. How does it look?" 
 
He surveyed the room and all its contents, smiled and said, "I think William's got a 
better set-up than Scully and I do. Is it too late to trade rooms with him?"   
 
Then he walked over to Jo and held out his hand. "I can't begin to thank you and 
Elsie enough for all you've done for me, for my family," he said, his voice and 
expression serious as he shook her hand, then gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. 



 
"Scully and I really appreciate you doing this for us, and we won't forget it," he 
added, letting go of her hand and stepping over to the window. 
 
"And if I know Elsie she *won't* let you forget it," she joked, touched by the 
sincerity of his words and more than a little surprised by his affectionate gesture 
towards her. 
 
He placed his hands on the window ledge and looked outside.  "She should be here 
by now," he said wistfully. 
 
"She'll be here, I'm sure of it." 
 
And she was sure of it. If this Scully was anything like Bob was, she'd do whatever 
she had to do to find her way here no matter how long it took. 
 
"It's nearly noon. Would you like something to eat before she gets here?" asked Jo, 
even though she already knew what his answer would be. 
 
"No, I think I'd just like to stay up here awhile, wait until they come before I eat," 
he answered, looking out the window again. 
 
"I understand.  I'll be downstairs if you need anything," said Jo, walking towards the 
doorway. 
 
"Yeah, okay," he mumbled back without turning around, his eyes still focused on 
what was going on outside. 
 
Closing the door behind her, she headed down the hall, leaving him alone with his 
thoughts. 
 
~~~~ 
 



11:36 am 
 
 
He paced.   
 
He put his hands in his pockets and paced some more. 
 
He looked out the window again, wiped a smudge off the glass with his thumb. 
 
Paced some more. 
 
Where were they? 
 
What if something happened to them? What if this was all a big mistake? 
 
No, Scully had e-mailed him from the motel last night. She and William were okay. 
They were just running late, that's all. They probably had to stop and get gas, or 
William's diaper needed to be changed, or they had to stop and ask for directions 
or something else like that. 
 
Right? 
 
11:38, and still no sign of them. 
 
Letting out a frustrated sigh, he took one more look around the room where his 
son would be staying for the next couple weeks, then went downstairs. 
 
~~~~ 
 
"How's Bob doing?" asked Elsie, turning on the faucet and rinsing off a handful of 
strawberries. 
 



"He's a little concerned that they're not here yet," Jo replied, sitting down at the 
kitchen table. "And so am I. What if something happened to them, Elsie?" 
 
"Now Jo, don't go getting yourself all worked up. It's hard to travel with a baby, 
especially one as young as theirs. Bob said he was only about a week old." 
 
"You mean *Mulder*," she corrected. 
 
"No, I mean *Bob*. That's who I know him as, and that's what I'm going to call him," 
Elsie stated firmly. 
 
"Yes, ma'am," said Jo, knowing that once Elsie made her mind up about something, 
she stuck to it. "And what about his partner? I suppose you'll call her Sarah then?" 
 
"I'll call her what she wants me to call her," she replied, turning off the faucet 
and shaking out the wet strawberries in her hand. 
 
"That makes sense, I guess," said Jo, fiddling with the napkins in the napkin holder. 
"You know, I still can't believe this is all happening. Two former FBI agents with 
secret identities hiding out at this inn with their baby. It sounds like something 
from a spy movie." 
 
"No, it sounds like you've been watching too much TV again," she remarked as she 
sat down beside her. "Now these people are trusting us to keep their secret while 
they're here, and I'm going to do everything I can to make sure that their trust is 
warranted. I expect you to do the same, Josephine," she 
added, her tone suddenly much more serious. 
 
"I know that, Elsie. It's just that nothing exciting like this ever happens in this 
town, and well, I just want things to work out for them, you know."  
 
"I know, dear. I do too," said Elsie, patting her friend's hand.   
 



Nothing else needed to be said. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder sat on the front porch swing and looked down the street. Off in the 
distance he could see a group of kids riding their bikes, probably to the park. 
 
Would William be like that someday, a carefree boy riding his bike around the 
neighborhood and hanging out with his friends? 
 
He hoped so, but he also knew that being his son, William's chances of having a 
normal life weren't very good. 
 
He was only a week old, and already the course of his life was being altered by his 
parents' choices. 
 
What would things be like for him a year from now? Ten years from now? 
 
No, he couldn't think about that.   
 
He had to think about what William needed *now*, not ten years into the future, 
and right now he needed a fatherto protect him and take care of him. 
 
Closing his eyes, he tilted his head back and took in a deep breath of the cool 
spring air. Then he exhaled, trying to make his shoulder muscles relax as he slowly 
let the air pass 
between his lips. 
 
And then he did the same thing again, this time letting his head drop forward so 
his chin was touching his chest. 
 
"You know, Mulder, the last time I checked, it was against FBI regulations to sleep 
on the job."  



 
His eyes immediately flew open at the sound of her voice and became even wider 
as he took in her appearance, looking into her eyes first, then quickly scanning 
the rest of her. 
 
"Then I guess it's a good thing I don't work for the FBI anymore," he said, grinning 
as he stood up from the swing. 
 
"I guess so," she agreed, a wide smile on her face as she moved toward him. 
 
The next thing he knew he was at the bottom of the porch stairs and she was in 
his arms and he was in hers and he was squeezing her and she was squeezing him 
and neither one of them knew where one of them ended and the other began 
and it all felt so overwhelming and it all felt so good. 
 
So incredibly good. 
  
"Scully, I missed you so much," he murmured in her ear, his mouth making its way 
behind her earlobe, along her neck, her jaw line. "So much..." he whispered again, his 
hand moving all over her back, his hips pressing into hers. 
 
"I missed you too, Mulder," she mumbled, her eyes lazily closing as he pulled her 
even closer and their mouths joined in a kiss.  
 
It was an all-consuming kiss, a kiss of joy and relief, lust and love, and every other 
emotion they'd felt over the past several days. 
 
And it was a welcome home kiss, given with the promise that they wouldn't be 
separated again. 
 
"Scully..." he said breathlessly, finally breaking away from her, though it wasn't his 
first choice. 
 



If he had his way, he'd take her right up to the bedroom and finish what they'd 
started, but it wasn't up to him. 
 
There was someone else who wanted his attention too. 
 
"Hmm?" she asked, slowly letting her eyes flutter open and her hands drop down 
from around his neck. "What is it?" 
 
"I think someone's feeling left out over there," he replied, releasing himself from 
their embrace and walking over to the car. 
 
"William!" she exclaimed, the sensual haze she was in suddenly lifting. She rushed 
over beside him and grabbed the door handle before he could, quickly unlatching it 
to reveal the fussy bundle inside.   
 
Mulder anxiously stood on the other side of her, peering inside the window, his 
heart twisting in his chest at the sight of the little boy squirming in the seat. 
 
How could he have possibly grown so much in just a week? 
 
Bending over William, she unbuckled the straps that were snugly holding him in his 
seat and carefully lifted him up. "I'm so sorry, little one," she whispered as she 
pressed a kiss to his forehead. "You want to see your daddy too, don't you?" 
 
His heart no longer twisting, but pumping so fast it was making him dizzy, Mulder 
nervously stepped closer and watched in awe as Scully gently placed their son in 
his arms the same way she had done after he was born. 
 
The last time he'd held William, he was asleep, oblivious to the fact that his dad 
was leaving him for parts unknown. 
 
But not this time. 
 



This time, he was wide awake and looking right at him, his clear blue eyes trying to 
focus on his face, his tongue darting in and out of his mouth. 
 
"Hey buddy, remember me?" asked Mulder, cupping his hand around William's fuzzy 
head and carefully brushing his thumb across his cheek. 
 
"Of course, he remembers you. You're his father," said Scully, linking her arm 
through his and resting her head against his shoulder. 
 
His father. 
 
There was a time when he thought he'd never find the right person to share his 
life with, never have the chance to be anyone's father. 
 
And now he had both. 
 
Now he had Scully and William, and he would do whatever he had to do to make 
sure they were safe. 
 
And he would never leave them behind again. 
 
"I'm so glad we're here," she said softly, taking hold of William's tiny fingers. 
 
Blinking back the moisture in his eyes, he kissed her and then William. "So am I," he 
whispered, pressing another kiss to his son's soft wet cheek. "So am I." 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
3: Rooms 
 
 
Room 1: The Living Room 



7:45 pm 
 
 
She hadn't felt this exhausted in years.   
 
Lowering her body down into the chair, Elsie leaned back and closed her eyes, 
then slowly began to rock. 
 
When Bob first told her that Sarah and William would be coming to the inn, she 
thought that having a baby here would be nice, but she never realized that it 
would be so tiring. 
 
And involve so much noise. 
 
William had been an angel when she first met him, even letting her hold him 
without crying once, but since he woke up from his nap, he'd been crying and 
fussing almost nonstop. 
 
She understood that he was upset about being in an unfamiliar place with 
unfamiliar people, and that his daily routine had been changed, but still, the 
constant noise for the past hour had been hard on not only her ears, but also on 
her frail body. 
 
"You okay, Elsie?" asked Mulder, a concerned expression on his face as he walked 
into the room from the kitchen and sat down on the couch. 
 
When she opened her eyes and glanced over at him, he was immediately struck by 
how worn out she looked. 
 
And it worried him. 
 
She usually always had that spark in her eye, that lively spark he'd grown to 
appreciate in the short time that they'd known each other, but not tonight. 



 
Tonight she looked thinner to him, older. 
 
"I'm fine, Bob, just tired," she answered, still leaning back in the chair, her head 
and limbs too heavy to lift. "Your William has quite a set of lungs on him," she said 
quietly. 
 
Mulder turned and looked up at the stairs. "Scully says he usually doesn't cry like 
this and that most of the time he's pretty easy to calm down, but I think this has 
been hard on him, all that riding in the car, then being in a strange place with 
people he's not used to..."  he said, his voice sadly trailing off. 
 
And he was one of those people. 
 
Sure, Scully had told him that William knew he was his father, but did he really? 
 
How could he know him? 
 
When he'd left Georgetown, William was only two days old. How could he possibly 
remember that the tall man with the big nose and dark hair was his dad? 
 
Elsie sensed his uneasiness about what was going on with his son and sat up 
straighter in her chair. "Babies cry a lot, Bob. It's what they do because they don't 
know how to do anything else. He'll be all right," she said reassuringly as she 
reached over and gave his leg a quick pat. "You know, children are able to adapt 
to new situations more easily than we can," she added, setting her hand back in 
her lap. 
 
"You think so?" he asked, leaning forward and resting his forearms on his thighs.  
 
"I know so," she said with certainty. "As difficult as it is for your son right now, I 
imagine he'll be just fine tomorrow, especially now that he's back with his father 
again." 



 
Nervously clasping his hands together, he looked down at the floor and thought 
about what she said.  "This whole dad thing's just so new to me, you know?" he said 
softly. 
 
"Yes, but you want to do the right thing for him, and that's what a child needs, 
someone to look out for him," she stated as she pushed back with her feet and 
started her chair 
rocking again. 
 
Taking her words to heart, Mulder looked over at the stairs again. William's crying 
had finally stopped, and he wondered if he'd given up due to exhaustion or if Scully 
had been able to quiet him by feeding him. In either case, the silence was a 
welcome change from the ruckus he'd had been causing for the past hour. 
 
"Well, I should get back upstairs and see if Scully needs anything," said Mulder, 
slowly getting up off the couch. "Thanks," he said to Elsie as he bent over and 
gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "For everything." 
 
Elsie smiled, though it was a tired smile. "You can pay me back by helping me with 
my crossword tomorrow."  
 
"You got it," he replied, giving her a quick smile in return, then turning to leave 
the room. 
 
Watching him go upstairs to be with his family, she couldn't help feeling relieved. 
As much as she had grown to like Bob in the short time he was here, she 
wondered if maybe she'd made a mistake in letting his family come here. 
 
Was she going to feel this exhausted every night now? 
 



Letting out a big yawn, she gripped the arms of her chair and pushed herself up 
to a standing position. Then she headed to her bedroom for the night, hoping that 
after a good night's rest, she'd feel better in the morning. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Room 2 - Mulder and Scully's Room 
8:03pm 
 
  
Scully held William to her breast, his tiny mouth firmly latched onto her nipple. 
 
Feeding him had been awkward for them at first, neither of them knowing what 
worked best, both of them uncomfortable with the sensations, but now they'd 
finally gotten in sync with each other, her gently holding his belly against hers, him 
wedging his little fist between her breasts as he drank. 
 
"How's everybody doing in here?" asked Mulder, walking into the room and sitting 
down on the bed beside his new family. 
 
"We're doing just fine," she replied, cupping her hand around his tiny fist, then 
bringing it up to her mouth. She kissed his fingers, then set his hand back down 
between her breasts.  "I think we're finally getting the hang of this," she 
remarked, this time picking up Mulder's hand and giving it a kiss. 
 
"You're beautiful," said Mulder, his eyes scanning her face, then her body, 
traveling over her breasts, her hips, and down to her bare legs and feet sticking 
out from beneath her robe. 
 
"So are you," she replied, lightly stroking William's back as she looked him over too, 
her eyes studying his face, his shoulders, his long lean legs. 
 
His hands. 



 
God, she loved his hands. 
 
The way they touched her, the way they looked when he held them on his hips, 
the way his fingers brushed over his lips when he was thinking. 
 
And she had missed them. 
 
She'd missed having his thumbs stroke her cheeks as they kissed, missed watching 
him pop sunflower seeds into his mouth, missed the comfortable pressure of his 
hand on her lower back. 
 
Missed them as they slowly made their way down the length of her writhing body... 
 
"What is it, Scully?" he asked, noticing the change in her expression. 
 
She looked down at William contentedly drinking from her body, then over at 
Mulder. 
 
Her partner, her friend, her lover. 
 
Her everything. 
 
"I just missed you so much, that's all," she said softly, her eyes beginning to mist 
over. 
 
"And I missed you, but it's over now, Scully. You're here, and William's here, and 
that's all that matters," he whispered, sifting his fingers through her hair as he 
leaned in closer to her face. 
 
"Is it?" she asked, trying to blink away the dampness from the corners of her 
eyes. "Is it really over?" 
 



She wanted to believe that it was. 
 
Now that she and William were back together with him, she wanted to believe 
that they could adjust to living here for the next few weeks and that they would 
be safe. 
 
But would they ever really be safe?   
 
Despite the fact that this town seemed to be the right place for them now, she 
couldn't stop herself from worrying. 
 
What if someone had followed her when she drove here?  What if someone found 
out where they were and took William away from them during the night? 
 
What if... 
 
"We're safe here, Scully, I know it," he said, reading her thoughts before she spoke 
them out loud. He kissed her forehead, brushed his knuckles over her cheek.  "I 
won't let anything happen to you or William, I promise." 
 
She wanted to believe him. 
 
She wanted to believe that the three of them could stay here for a while, do 
what they needed to do, then move on and start a life of their own back in DC 
or maybe even somewhere else. 
 
She wanted to believe so many things... 
 
Gently nudging her finger inside William's mouth, she broke his hold on her nipple 
and lifted him up over her shoulder, then patted his back. Almost immediately, he 
burped not once, but twice. After wiping off his face, she cradled him in her right 
arm, unhooked her bra flap, then carefully guided her other nipple into his waiting 
mouth. 



 
"Scully, I wouldn't have asked you to come if I didn't think that this was where we 
needed to be right now," he said, cupping his hand around William's head. "I know 
this has been hard, for all of us, but we have to trust someone sometime, and I 
think we can trust these people," he added. 
 
Looking down at her son's mouth greedily nursing from her breast, she considered 
what he'd said, then looked up at him again, a slight smile crossing her face. "So, 
whatever happened to 'Trust no one', Mulder?" 
 
"I changed it to "Trust everyone" again. Didn't I tell you?" he replied dryly, 
remembering when they'd had this same conversation in his office all those years 
ago. 
 
"No, I must've missed that meeting," she remarked. 
 
"Well, I guess I'll just have to make sure you don't miss the next one, okay?" he 
teased, scooting closer to her on the bed and putting his arm around her. 
 
Leaning back into his shoulder, she let his protective arms close around her and 
their son. 
 
She wanted to believe. 
 
And now that they were back together again, maybe she could. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Room 3 - Jo's Room 
8:18 pm 
 
 



Jo picked up the book from her nightstand and sat down on the bed. After nearly 
an hour of listening to William cry, the inn was finally quiet and she could read in 
peace. 
 
She'd started "The Rescue" about a week ago and had been reading two chapters 
a night since then, and although she didn't have a son like the woman in the story 
did, she could relate to Denise's feelings of loneliness and isolation. 
 
Sure, she had Elsie, but she'd been in Clyde for over six months now, and still she 
often felt like an outsider.  Although she had many acquaintances, and people 
were friendly enough to her whenever they saw her, she hadn't really become 
good friends with any other women in town besides Elsie.  
 
But maybe she could change that now. 
 
Maybe she could become friends with Bob's wife Sarah the same way Denise had 
gradually become friends with Judy in the book. After all, she and Bob had gotten 
along with each other fairly well since he'd been in town. Maybe Sarah would be 
easy to talk to as well. 
 
Maybe. 
 
Opening up to chapter thirteen, she tucked her feet beneath her quilt, nestled 
down into her pillows, and started to read. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Room 4 - Elsie's Room 
8:31 pm 
 
 
Elsie turned off the bathroom light and walked to the dresser. Picking up the 
framed photograph of her and Allan, she carried it over to her bed and sat down. 



 
It was taken by her sister Martha on the day she and Allan opened the Come On 
Inn, and along with their wedding picture, it was her favorite photo of the two of 
them. They were both so young then, so ambitious, so full of dreams. 
 
So full of love for each other. 
 
They didn't even have any guests that first day, or the first week for that 
matter, but they were both so excited about opening up the inn that it didn't 
matter to them. 
 
When they finally did get their first guests, some newlyweds traveling through 
town on their way to Virginia, they had treated them like royalty, giving them not 
only a bottle of champagne and a gift basket, but letting them stay overnight for 
free. Of course, at the time they couldn't really afford to do something so 
extravagant, but since they were newlyweds *and* their first two guests, Allan 
had insisted they do it anyway. 
 
"So, we let them stay here for free. It's not going to break us, Elsie...and besides, 
it's not every day you open up your own bed 'n breakfast," Allan had said to her 
the next morning after the couple checked out. 
 
She smiled at the thought and at the fact that she was still able to remember his 
words from all those years ago. 
 
God, she missed him. 
 
He'd been gone for a while now, and although the pain had lessened over time, 
sometimes the loss she felt inside was so deep it made it her heart actually ache. 
 
Setting the picture on the nightstand beside her, she let her exhausted body 
slump down into the mattress, closed her eyes, and made herself breathe. 
 



~~~~ 
 
Room 5 - William's Room 
8:45 pm 
 
 
"He really conked out, didn't he?" commented Mulder as he studied William's half-
opened mouth and fluttering eyelids. 
 
"He usually does after he eats," replied Scully, dabbing some residual milk dribble 
from around the corners of his mouth. 
 
"What else does he do?" he asked, suddenly realizing that there was so much he 
didn't even know about his son.   
 
"He likes to be rocked...a lot," she said, looking over at the old maple rocking chair 
by the window. "I think I put a permanent groove in the carpet in his room from all 
the rocking I did, especially those first few nights you were gone," she added, her 
voice getting softer with each word. 
 
"Oh, Scully, " He bit his bottom lip and looked down at his feet. 
 
"No, it's okay. We did okay without you, but it was hard, not knowing where you 
were at first, wondering if you were safe or not."  She walked to the window and 
looked outside. It was dark now, but not black yet, the moon a golden ball hanging 
low in the sky. 
 
Still looking out the window instead of at him, she continued, "Some nights I think I 
cried just as much as William did." 
 
Her admission was like a fist twisting in his gut, and in an instant he was behind 
her, his arms softly squeezing her shoulders, his cheek brushing against hers. "I'm 
so sorry, Scully," he whispered, kissing the shell of her ear. "I'm so sorry." 



 
She sniffled, but quickly got herself back under control. "We both made the 
decision for you to leave, we *both* did, Mulder, and I don't want to hear another 
word about it." She turned around then, William still sound asleep in her arms. "And 
you said it before yourself - I'm here now, and William's here, and that's all that 
matters." 
 
He studied her expression and she studied his, the only sound in the room their 
baby's snuffly breathing.  
 
"Can I hold him?" he asked, needing to hold his son, needing to connect with him. 
 
"Of course, you can," she answered, carefully transferring him to Mulder's arms. 
 
"He feels heavier when he's asleep," he remarked, gently jostling William around as 
he tried to fit him in the crook of his arm more comfortably. 
 
"That's because he's so relaxed." 
 
"Ah, or maybe it's because he just filled his diaper," said Mulder, scrunching up his 
nose and immediately trying to hand him right back to her. 
 
"Oh, no you don't, mister," she said, keeping her arms at her sides so he couldn't 
give him back to her. "I've been changing his diapers for a week now. It's your 
turn." 
 
"You're kidding, right?"  
 
"No, I'm not. If you can stick your hands in a nest of bile, you can certainly use 
them to change a poopy diaper," she teased. 
 
"Did you just say 'poopy', Scully?" he asked, smiling as he watched her pick up the 
changing pad and set it down inside the portable crib. 



 
"Yes, I did," she replied matter-of-factly, smiling back at him. 
 
"Okay, I was just checking." He gently placed William on the pad and looked around 
the room for the diaper supplies. 
 
"You need some help?" she asked, sitting down in the rocking chair, ready to 
watch the show.   
 
"No, I can do it," he said, locating the things he needed, then pulling one of the tiny 
diapers out of the package. 
 
And he could do it. 
 
He could do the dad thing.   
 
He could change diapers and rock William to sleep. He could hold him when he was 
sick, comfort him when he was upset, explain to him the ways of the world, or at 
least the good stuff anyway. 
 
Couldn't he? 
 
"You're doing fine, Mulder," said Scully, watching him unpeel the tape and pull the 
front of the diaper down. William began to stir at the unexpected sensation of 
the cool air on his skin, letting out a little whimper and opening his eyes at half-
mast. 
 
"It's okay, buddy. It'll only take a minute...maybe," said Mulder quietly as he fought 
the urge to gag.  The soupy appearance of what was in the confines of the 
padding and plastic was disgusting, and the smell even worse, but he forged on, 
setting aside the offending garment and quickly wiping his son's messy bottom. 
 



"Pretty good for a beginner," she remarked and though his back was to her, he 
was certain she was smiling. 
 
"Thanks," he answered, wishing he had a wittier comeback than that, but too 
engrossed in what he was doing to think of one. 
 
"There, all done, buddy," he finally declared, securing the last piece of tape on the 
diaper. After a quick wash-up in the bathroom, he picked William up off the pad 
and held him to his chest, positioning the boy's wobbly head against his shoulder.   
 
"I'm impressed, Mulder," said Scully, getting up from the chair. "You forgot 
something though." 
 
"What?" 
 
She looked over at the changing pad where the smelly diaper and dirty wipes were 
still sitting. "You forgot to dispose of the evidence," she replied dryly. 
 
"Would you take care of it for me?" he asked hopefully, not wanting to put William 
back down again and disrupt him even more. 
 
"I'll let it slide this time," she said, stuffing the wipes inside of the diaper, then 
taping the whole mess shut before dumping it into the diaper pail. "Seeing as how 
you're still a beginner and all," she added light-heartedly. 
 
He liked seeing her this way, liked it when she teased him, and he especially liked 
seeing her smile so easily. 
 
He'd missed that smile since he'd been in Clyde. 
 
Among other things. 
 



Thinking of their earlier kiss out by the porch as he walked over to the rocking 
chair and sat down with William, he felt his pulse quicken, felt his cheeks grow 
warm. Sure, he knew that it'd be a while before they could be together like 
*that* again. After all, it hadn't even been two weeks since she'd given birth. 
 
Still, watching her being a mother to his son was incredibly arousing. 
 
And so was watching her body. 
 
She was different than she was when he left her, her breasts fuller, her face 
rounder, her hair longer than he'd ever seen it. 
 
She was breathtaking. 
 
"What are you thinking?" she asked, walking over to where he was now rocking 
William.  
 
"I'm thinking I'm pretty lucky," he replied, his lips curving up into a smile as he held 
out his hand to her. "And you're pretty incredible." 
 
She stepped closer and held her hand out too, their fingers touching, softly, 
playfully. "I'm listening,"she said, her eyes sparkling in the dim light of the room. 
 
He looked down at William safely tucked in the crook of his left arm, studied his 
face, touched the fine brown hair on his head. "You've taken such good care of 
him, Scully." 
 
"And now we'll both take care of him," she said simply, crouching down on her 
knees in front of the two of them. 
 
The moon's golden rays now spilling through the window, he moved his hand from 
William's hair to hers and began to stroke it, his fingers gently combing through 
the strands. 



 
"Yes, we will," he said quietly. 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
4: First Night 
 
 
2:28 am 
 
 
It felt strange to have him sleeping beside her after all this time. 
 
And incredibly wonderful. 
 
She'd missed the heat of his body, the steady sound of his breathing, the hardness 
of his groin pressing against her from behind. 
 
And she'd missed his companionship. 
 
Sure, William had kept her busy nearly twenty-four hours a day, but as much as 
she liked being with her son, he couldn't challenge her to think outside the box, 
talk with her about her dreams and fears, hold her in the middle of the night 
when she woke up crying. 
 
No, she needed Mulder for that.   
 
She needed him for so many things... 
 
Her eyes welling up with tears, she thought about how difficult it had been taking 
care of William alone, constantly worrying about whether or not his dad was safe, 
wondering if she'd ever see him again. 



 
But now she was lying right here next to him, and she could hear him breathing, 
feel the rise and fall of his chest against her back, feel the hair on his legs 
tickling her calves. 
 
And for the first time in days, she felt whole again. 
 
"You okay, Scully?" he mumbled as he stirred against her, his breath warm against 
her neck. 
 
Quickly swiping her fingers underneath her eyes, she wiped her tears away and 
tried not to sniffle. 
 
"I'm fine," she replied, releasing a puff of air from her mouth and hoping he 
couldn't tell that she'd been crying. 
 
He brushed her hair off her cheek, then softly kissed her there. "You sure?" 
 
She scooted her hips and shoulders backwards, sinking even deeper into his 
embrace. "I'm okay. Go back to sleep, Mulder." 
 
"You really expect me to go back to sleep now with you rubbing against me like 
that?" he quietly teased, tilting his hips upward, pressing his erection even harder 
up against her. 
 
She heard him moan at their increased contact, and the next thing she knew his 
hand was unbuttoning her pajama top, his fingers skimming across the front of 
her nursing bra. 
 
"You sure you're okay, Scully?" he whispered, flicking his tongue into her ear, then 
out again. 
 



"I am now," she replied, closing her eyes and savoring the feel of his hips rocking 
behind her, his hands gently sliding over her breasts. 
 
Oh yeah, this was what she'd missed, what she'd craved. 
 
What she'd needed. 
 
His mouth on her neck, fingers trickling across her belly, their still clothed bodies 
moving underneath the covers in a perfect rhythm. 
 
And then she felt it, the familiar tingling sensation in her breasts, followed by a 
sudden gush of milk soaking through her bra and onto his fingers. 
 
"Jesus, Scully!" he yelped, jerking his hand away from her and sitting up in bed. 
"What the hell?" 
 
The abruptness of his actions startled her and though she knew he was just 
surprised by what had happened, she couldn't help feeling a little hurt that he'd 
pulled away from her so quickly. 
 
Moving away from him, she started to get out of bed, but he grabbed her arm 
before she could. "Oh Scully...I'm so sorry...I didn't mean to hurt you...I just… I just 

wasn't expecting that to happen," he stuttered, fumbling for the right words to 
say, but not finding them. 
 
She reached out in the dark and took hold of his hand. "It's all right. You didn't 
hurt me," she said, placing his hand back on top of her bra. "It's only breast milk, 
and it leaks like this all the time. I was just hoping it wouldn't happen right now." 
 
Her eyes fixed on his, she stood in front of him and let him run his fingers over 
the wet cotton, let him feel the fullness of her still leaking right breast, then her 
left one. 
 



"Wow..." he said, his voice filled with awe. 
 
She didn't need him to say anything else. 
 
~~~~ 
 
He was touching her breasts. 
 
Not as a part of their lovemaking, but as a part of something greater. 
 
He was touching the source of his son's food. 
 
When he'd left Scully in DC, he'd only gotten the chance to see her feed William a 
handful of times, only touched her breasts once when they'd showered together, 
but now as they stood here beside the bed, she was sharing something even more 
intimate with him. 
 
And it nearly took his breath away. 
 
"Scully, I...it's incredible," he said, watching as she unlatched the front hook on the 
right side and exposed her bare breast. 
 
Though it was dark in their bedroom, just enough of the moon's light shone 
through the blinds so that he could see the heaviness of it, see her nipple dripping 
with milk, the white droplets falling down to the carpet. 
 
"I think so too," she said quietly as she cupped her hand around his cheek. "But it's 
also kind of uncomfortable right now, so if you don't mind, I'm going to go feed 
William and see if I can relieve some of this pressure." 
 
Briefly brushing her fingers across his wrist, she walked towards the door, then 
turned and said, "You can watch if you want to." 
 



"Ooo Scully, kinky," he teased, grabbing his t-shirt from the back of the chair, 
then following her out the door. 
 
~~~~ 
 
2:50 am 
 
 
Jo rolled over in bed and looked at the clock, then let her head flop back down 
into the pillow. 
 
Almost an hour had passed since she'd gotten up to use the bathroom, and still 
she was wide awake. It wasn't that she didn't want to sleep. It's just that she 
couldn't. 
 
Ever since she'd run away from Ben six months ago, she'd had trouble sleeping 
through the night, wondering if he'd find out where she was and come after her. 
 
And wondering if he'd hurt her. 
 
Of course, her fears had lessened over time since she'd been living at the inn, but 
still she had trouble with waking up in the middle of the night, usually around 2:00. 
 
Sometimes she'd turn on her light and read until she got too drowsy to see the 
words. Other times, she'd just stare at the ceiling and think so hard about things 
that she'd end up giving herself a headache. 
 
And then there were the times like tonight, when she'd simply toss and turn and 
hope that eventually she'd wear herself out enough to finally fall asleep. 
 
Since Bob had been staying at the inn, she sometimes heard him up late at night 
too, listening to the TV in his room, going down to the kitchen for a snack, pacing 
the hallway. Not wanting to intrude on his privacy, she'd never gotten up to talk 



to him on those restless nights, but she often wondered if he was thinking about 
the person he'd run away from the same way she had. 
 
Of course, now she knew that he'd been thinking of his wife and son all those 
nights, but unlike her, he wasn't trying to get away from them. 
 
He was protecting them. 
 
How difficult it must've been for him, holding William in his arms one day, then 
having to say goodbye to both him and his wife the next night. 
 
And it must've been hard for Sarah too, having to watch her husband drive away, 
not knowing where he was going or how long he'd be gone. 
 
Life was just so unfair sometimes. 
 
Then again, sometimes things in people's lives happen for a reason. 
 
At least that was what Elsie was always telling her.  "Not everything happens the 
way we want it to, but everything happens the way it's supposed to" was one of 
her favorite sayings, and though Jo wasn't sure she believed it, Elsie certainly did. 
 
Still, the fact that out of all the small towns in the world, Bob had chosen to 
come to Clyde and stay at the Come On Inn had to mean something. 
 
Didn't it? 
 
Pulling the quilt up over her shoulders, Jo closed her eyes and tried to relax, but 
there was just too much to think about. 
 
It was going to be another restless night. 
 
~~~~ 



 
3:05 am 
 
 
"I'm sorry about before, Mulder," said Scully, adjusting William into a more 
comfortable position beneath her breast. 
 
"There's no reason to be," he said, watching his son latch onto her and begin 
sucking. "I should've been more careful. I should've known you weren't ready." 
 
"Who said I wasn't ready?" she quickly retorted. 
 
"But it's only been a week, and you're supposed to wait at least six weeks," he 
argued. 
 
"How'd you know that?" she asked, impressed by the fact that he'd obviously been 
doing some reading. 
 
"You'd be surprised what you can find on the internet when you type in the words 
'sex and pregnancy'," he replied, sitting down on the bed beside her. 
 
She smiled. "I'm almost afraid to ask." 
 
"Let's just say that I now know more than I ever wanted to know about pelvic 
floor muscles." 
 
"Ooo, Mulder..." she purred, smiling as she patted his leg, then readjusted William's 
wiggly legs on her lap. 
 
God, he'd missed this woman. 
 
Her body, her voice, her humor, her ability to constantly keep him guessing. 
 



How could he have ever thought that leaving her and William behind was the best 
thing for all of them? 
 
He leaned over and kissed the top of his son's head, then kissed her. "What you 
said before about being ready...did you really mean it, Scully?" 
 
"Of course, I'm ready," she replied, brushing her thumb over his bottom lip. "I missed 
you, and I missed being close to you like this." 
 
He scooted up higher on the bed so he could put his arm around her. "I missed it 
too." 
 
"I just wish we could get even closer, you know?" she said wistfully. 
 
"Yeah, I know," he whispered, gently rubbing William's back as he watched him 
greedily drink from his mother.  
 
Neither one of them said anything then, the only sound in the room their son's 
snuffly slurping. 
 
"He sure is a hungry little guy, isn't he? Does he always eat this much?"  
 
She broke his suction, then lifted him over her shoulder to burp him.  "Sometimes, 
but then there are other times when he barely spends five minutes on each 
breast." 
 
Waggling his eyebrows, Mulder grinned and said, "Unlike his dad, who is more than 
happy to spend a lot of time there." 
 
"Mulder." 
 
"What? I was merely making an observation, Scully." 
 



"Whatever," she chuckled, her own eyebrow raising as she undid the other flap on 
her bra. Cradling William in herarm, she helped him latch onto her other nipple. "Hey 
Mulder, would you mind going downstairs and getting me some ice water? This is 
making me really thirsty." 
 
"Sure. You want anything else?" he asked, trying not to jostle the mattress too 
much as he got up off the bed. 
 
"Just you," she replied simply, her eyes sparkling in the dimly lit bedroom. 
 
Bending over, he gave her another kiss, then headed out the door. 
 
He was still smiling when he got to the kitchen. 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
5: Conversations 
 
 
Conversation 1: Bob and Jim at the park 
 
 
Mulder sat down on the park bench and leaned over, resting his forearms on his 
thighs and trying to catch his breath. 
 
He'd been running since about 6:30, and although he hadn't run himself to the 
point of exhaustion the way he usually did, he felt as if he'd just run a marathon. 
 
Bending over even farther, he stared at the ground and took deep breaths, 
watching the droplets of sweat from his forehead splash onto the sidewalk. 
 



"Hey Bob, you okay?" asked Jim, trotting over to the bench and standing in front 
of him. 
 
Mulder looked up, shielding his eyes from the early morning sun. "Yeah, I'm okay," 
he answered. He sat up taller, straightened his legs out. "I guess I'm a little out of 
practice though." 
 
Jim put his hand on the back of the bench, extended his right leg out behind him, 
stretching the calf muscle. "I'm not surprised you haven't had time for runnin', 
with your wife and boy comin' to town and all," he said smiling. 
 
Mulder's ears perked up. Scully had already met Jim? When did that happen, and 
why hadn't she told him about it? 
 
"You met Sc...you met Sarah?" he asked, trying to act nonchalantly about the 
whole thing. 
 
"Yeah, I met her yesterday when she stopped at the station. She's quite a looker. 
Your son's a handsome one too. Say, why didn't you ever tell me before that you 
were married?" 
 
Knowing that he couldn't even begin to explain why he hadn't said anything about 
Scully and William, he simply replied, "It's complicated." 
 
Jim switched legs, stretching his left leg behind him and putting his heel down. 
"Complicated?"   
 
Mulder stood up beside him and wiped the sweat off his face using the bottom of 
his t-shirt, but didn't offer him any further explanation in hopes that he'd just let 
the subject drop. 
 



"Then again, I guess all marriages are complicated, aren't they, Bob?" he 
remarked, apparently not noticing how Mulder had avoided answering the 
question. 
 
Boy, was that an understatement, especially when it came to him and Scully. 
 
Sure, they were married in the legal sense now, but they hadn't even been able 
to tell anyone back home that they were. 
 
Skinner, the Gunmen, Mrs. Scully...none of them knew how they'd snuck off to a 
Justice of the Peace at night in the middle of a thunderstorm just three days 
before William was born. 
 
None of them knew how they'd said their vows in front of the judge, his wife, and 
their dog at exactly 9:20 p.m. or how his eyes had filled with his tears as he slipped 
the ring on Scully's finger. 
 
None of them knew how her hands had trembled when she held onto his and told 
him that she'd promise to stay with him until "death do us part." 
 
None of them knew how William had playfully rolled around in her belly during the 
entire ceremony as if he was giving them his approval. 
 
And none of them knew how they'd only worn their rings that one night, then 
carefully put them inside a small pouch for safekeeping. 
 
None of them knew any of it. 
 
"You sure you're okay there, Bob?" asked Jim, disrupting his thoughts. "You don't 
look so good." 
 
"I told you I'm fine," he said, sitting back down again. "I just got a little light-headed 
when I stood up, that's all," he lied. "I'll be okay in a minute." 



 
"You sure, 'cause I can jog over to Elsie's place and get your wife to drive over 
and pick you up if you need me to," he suggested.  
 
"No, that's okay, but thanks," said Mulder, appreciative of Jim's offer, but already 
feeling better than he was a few moments ago. 
 
"Well, all right. I should probably be headin' on home now anyway before Charlotte 
calls and checks on me," he said as he reached behind him and checked the pouch 
strapped to his waist. 
 
Was that a cell phone behind his back? 
 
And Scully thought he was addicted. 
 
"You bring your cell when you're out running?" asked Mulder incredulously. 
 
Jim laughed. "Okay, you got me, Bob," he confessed. "But sometimes I get so 
wrapped up in my run, I lose track of what time it is, and then Charlotte has to 
call me and tell me to get my ass home so I'm not late openin' up the station." 
 
"You know, Scu...Sarah once told me that if I had to do without a cell phone for 
two minutes, I'd lapse into catatonic schizophrenia," he remarked, smiling as he 
thought back to all those years ago when he'd stood out in that field beside her, a 
baseball pressed into the palm of his hand, the warm country breeze gently 
blowing through her golden-red hair. 
 
"Women, can't live with 'em, can't live without 'em, huh, Bob?" commented Jim, 
checking the strap on his pouch one last time. 
 
"No, I can't," he said quietly to himself as he thought of Scully back at the inn. She 
was probably feeding William now or maybe she was just getting out of the 



shower, her hair all wet and tousled, her skin soft and smooth as she daintily dried 
herself off, then wrapped the towel around her head.  
  
"I suppose Sarah's probably wondering what's taking me so long," said Mulder, 
anxiously looking towards the direction of the inn. 
 
"And Charlotte's probably got her phone in hand right now ready to dial," he joked 
as he looked down at his watch. "I'll catch ya later, Bob," he called out, jogging 
down the sidewalk, then crossing the street. 
 
Mulder nodded his head in acknowledgement and glanced down at his own watch. 
It was time for him to go too, and the sooner, the better. 
 
His wife was waiting for him. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Conversation 2: Scully and William in the bedroom 
 
 
Scully quietly walked into the room next to hers and peered down at William 
stirring inside the crib.   
 
"Good morning, little one," she said softly, gently scooping him up out of his 
portable bed. "Are you ready for some breakfast?" she asked, pressing a kiss to 
his slobbery cheek. 
 
He replied by squirming in her arms, batting his  fists in the air and trying to turn 
his head toward her breasts. "You're just as impatient as your daddy is, aren't 
you?" she teased, nuzzling her nose against his cheek, then carrying him over to 
the rocking chair. 
 



Getting comfortable in the chair, she unbuttoned her pajama top and unhooked 
her nursing bra with one hand while cradling William in the other arm, then guided 
his wide open mouth to her left breast. 
 
"Well little one, what do you think we should do our first full day here, huh?" she 
asked, brushing her hand over the top of his fuzzy hair. "Do you want to drive 
around town and check things out, or do you think we should just hang out here 
and spend some time with your dad?" 
 
He uncurled his slippery fist and lazily began to scratch his tiny fingernails against 
her chest. 
 
"So, which one is it, buddy - getting acquainted with the town or getting 
acquainted with your daddy?" she asked, bringing his chubby fingers up to her 
mouth and kissing them. 
 
Letting her nipple slip out of his mouth, he made a wet gurgling noise, then let 
loose with a loud burp.  
 
"Like father, like son," she laughed. "I guess that means we're hanging out around 
here with dad today then, huh?"  
 
She slung a burp rag over her shoulder, then hoisted William into an upright 
position high enough so that his chin was resting on her shoulder blade. Lightly 
patting and rubbing him on the back, she softly said, "I'd rather spend the day with 
your dad too." 
 
~~~~ 
 
Conversation 3: Elsie, Jo, and Mulder in the kitchen 
 
 



"Mornin', Elsie," said Jo, smiling at her friend as she cracked an egg into the bowl 
and tossed the shell into the sink. Then she walked over to the doorway and put 
her arm on Elsie's arm and asked, "How are you feeling? Better?" 
 
"Better than what?" replied Elsie, her voice cranky, though she was smiling. Slowly 
making her way over to a chair, she sat down and propped her cane up against 
the kitchen table. 
 
"Better than last night," she answered, walking back over to the counter and 
cracking another egg. "I know you were pretty tired from all the excitement 
going on around here yesterday." 
 
"Yes, I was," she agreed, thinking back to how weary her body had felt when she 
climbed into bed last night and how her heart had ached as she thought about 
how much she missed Allan. "But that was last night. Now it's a new day, and I'm 
ready for whatever it brings me," she said, sitting up taller in her chair. 
 
"Well, right now *I'm* bringing you a hot cup of coffee," joked Jo, picking up the 
pot and pouring some in a mug. "And then I'm fixing breakfast. What would you like 
today, Elsie?" she asked, setting the mug down in front of her along with the 
sugar bowl and a spoon. 
 
Elsie looked towards the living room. "What I'd like is to see our guests. Bob's not 
still sleeping now, is he?" 
 
"Actually, he was up early this morning so he could go runnin'. He's been gone a 
while though so he should be back any time," she replied, looking out the window 
above the sink. 
 
"Bob went out running with his wife and child here?" she asked, shaking her head. 
"Now what's that man thinking, leaving them all alone when they just got into 
town?" 
 



"Maybe he needed to clear his head," suggested Jo, pouring some milk into the 
bowl with the eggs. "After all, he's got a lot to think about." 
 
And to worry about, she thought as she remembered what he'd told her about his 
past life as an FBI agent and about how he'd do whatever he had to do now to 
keep his family safe. 
 
"Did I hear someone mention my name?" asked Mulder, heavily panting as he 
casually trotted through the doorway, then plopped down in the chair across 
from Elsie. 
 
"Landsakes' Bob, you're sweating all over the table," snapped Elsie, nudging his arm 
off the placemat. 
 
Pushing with his feet, he scooted the legs of the chair back a few inches. "Sorry." 
 
"Would you like a glass of water?" asked Jo, already taking a glass down from the 
cupboard in anticipation of his answer. 
 
"That'd be great, thanks." 
 
Taking a pitcher of water out of the refrigerator, Jo poured some of it in the 
glass, filling it up nearly to the top. "Enjoy your run?" she asked, handing him the 
glass. 
 
"Yes, I did." He lifted the water to his mouth and took several gulps of it. Then he 
looked over towards the stairs and asked, "Has Scully come down yet?"   
 
"Not yet, but I did hear William fussing a bit before I came down to make 
breakfast. She's probably feeding him," said Jo. 
 
Remembering how amazing she'd looked last night when she nursed him, he 
wondered what she looked like feeding him this morning.  Maybe her hair was still 



wet from her shower, the sash of her robe loosened just far enough for William 
to nuzzle against her breast. 
 
Or maybe she was already dressed for the day, her jeans snugly wrapped around 
the curve of her hips, her white blouse almost all the way unbuttoned while she 
fed him and hummed his favorite song. 
 
"I guess I should go up and see if she needs some help," he said, now even more 
anxious to see her than he was before.   
 
"Of course, you should," said Elsie bluntly. "You're her husband, aren't you?" 
 
Her husband. 
 
Hearing her refer to him that way sounded strange and awkward, and yet now 
that Scully was here with him again, he'd never felt more at peace with who he 
was. 
 
Mulder looked into the crinkled eyes of the elderly woman sitting in front of him 
and chuckled, "Yeah, I guess I am." 
 
"Well then, what are you waiting for?" she asked, the corners of her mouth 
slightly upturned. 
 
"Absolutely nothing," he replied, standing up from his chair. Going over to her side 
of the table, he leaned down and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "Thanks, 
Elsie." 
 
"For what?" she asked, her head tilted, her forehead creased as she watched him 
walk over to the door. 
 



Turning around, he smiled and replied, "Reminding me of what I have." Then he 
hurried through the hallway and up the stairs to his room, taking two steps at a 
time. 
 
He had a wife to kiss. 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
6: Family Man 
 
 
It all seemed so surreal to him. 
 
Being married. Being a father. Watching Scully be a mother. 
 
And having William. 
 
A son. He had a son and a wife and a new identity and new  
friends in a new town. 
 
It was all so strange and awkward, and yet he felt more at ease now than he had 
in months.   
 
Scully and William were with him safely tucked away in Clyde, and right now he 
couldn't think of anything better than that. 
 
"So, are you just going to stand there in the doorway or what?" asked Scully, her 
soft voice disrupting his ruminations. 
 
"Maybe," he replied, walking over to her and William. He bent down and kissed her 
forehead, then his son's.  "I didn't want to interrupt you." 
 



She looked down at their son greedily suckling at her breast. "I don't think 
anything's going to bother him right now. He's pretty oblivious to anything other 
than eating." 
 
"I can see that." He crouched down beside the two of them, cupped his hand 
around William's head. "You already told me he ate a lot, but does he always eat 
with such gusto?" 
 
"Not always, but he's usually hungrier when he first wakes up in the morning." she 
answered, taking note of his damp hair and shirt. "I see you went out running 
already." 
 
"Yeah, but I think I overdid it a bit," he said, slowly standing back up again and 
making his way over to the bed. He sat down and rubbed his achy knees a 
moment, then raised his head and dryly said, "This may come as a shock to you, 
Scully, but I'm not as young as I used to be." 
 
She looked over at the man crouched down beside her, her husband now, and 
remarked, "That may be true, but you're still the sexiest guy I know." 
 
"Tell me more," he said, suddenly feeling anything but old. 
 
"Okay, you're also the smelliest," she laughed, crinkling her nose as she reached 
over and tugged on his sweaty shirt.   
 
Pulling the shirt up and over his head, he wadded it up in his hands and smelled it, 
then dropped it on the floor. "Yeah, I guess I am a bit ripe." 
 
"Only a bit?" she teased, wiping William's mouth and positioning him over her 
shoulder, then patting his back.   
 



He smiled at the woman sitting in front of him, his wife now, and started walking 
towards the bathroom. "I'll be in the shower if you need me for anything, unless 
maybe you want to join me," he suggested hopefully. 
 
Just then William let out a loud burp followed by a big expulsion of regurgitated 
breast milk, the sour smelling liquid not only covering the burp rag but the back of 
her robe as well. 
 
"It's okay, William," she said calmly. The milk still dribbling from the corners of his 
mouth, William's eyes widened as she quickly lifted him off her shoulder and held 
him out to Mulder.  
 
"What am I supposed to do with him?" he asked, scrunching up his nose at the 
smell and awkwardly taking the messy baby into his arms. 
 
She smiled. "Well, you could clean off his face for starters," she replied as she 
took off her robe and started to wipe the spit-up from the back of it. 
 
He'd never held William without a shirt on before and the sensation of his son's 
soft smooth skin pressed against his chest felt wonderful, despite the fact that 
his own skin was now covered with sour-smelling baby drool.  
 
"I guess you spit up with gusto too, huh, buddy?" he remarked, bending down and 
scooping up the sweaty shirt he'd recently tossed on the floor. Wiping off William's 
face with it, then his own chest, he wadded it back up again and threw it through 
the open bathroom door, narrowly missing the pile of dirty clothes he'd already 
accumulated in there. 
 
"Mulder, what do you think you're doing?"  
 
"Cleaning up my son," he answered, proud of his quickthinking and 
resourcefulness. 
 



"You just used your shirt as a spit-up rag." 
 
He repositioned William in his left arm. "Yeah, what's wrong with that?" 
 
She bit her lip to keep from laughing. "Nothing, if you want to wear a t-shirt that 
smells like regurgitated breast milk," she said, sitting down on the bed. 
 
"So I'll wash it." 
 
"Have you ever washed anything with spit-up on it before?" she asked, knowing 
full well he hadn't. 
 
Carrying William over to the bed, he sat down beside her. "No, but I'm an expert at 
getting out bile stains and other digestive fluids," he replied, remembering the 
vinegar, bleach, and detergent treatment he had to give his white dress shirt 
after his run-in with Tooms. 
 
She playfully nudged his hip, turned and kissed his bare shoulder. "Yes, I guess 
that's true, but dealing with baby stains is a whole new ball game, isn't it, little 
one?" she said, leaning over and nuzzling William's bare shoulder too. 
 
Being here with her now, joking around like this, his son contentedly curled up in 
his arms, he suddenly felt an overwhelming sense of joy wash over him, and 
before he could stop them, tears began to well up in his eyes. 
 
Noticing the sudden change in his demeanor, she put her arm around him, leaned 
in closer. "What's wrong, Mulder?" she asked, her happy expression from a 
moment ago now one of concern. 
 
"Nothing," he said quietly, turning his head away from her and trying to compose 
himself. "Everything's fine." He blew out a puff of air, then continued, "I guess I'd 
better go take that shower now." Not wanting her to see his eyes, he handed 
William back to her and stood up from the bed.   



 
"Mulder, wait," she said, grabbing his hand before he could walk away. "What's going 
on? You were fine just a minute ago, and now you're not." 
 
He closed his eyes, thought for a moment. "It's okay, Scully. I'm fine," he whispered, 
slowly opening his eyes again. "This...us...it's just that I nev..." 
 
She looked up at him and gently squeezed his hand, stopping him before he could 
finish. "I know. I feel the same way." 
 
Searching her eyes, understanding the implications of her words, he felt even 
more overwhelmed than before. 
 
And happy. 
 
Yes, he'd had to leave his old life behind, but he had a new life now with a family 
to take care of, and although he knew it'd be difficult, he also knew that it would 
be the most important job he'd ever have. 
 
"Have I told you lately how glad I am to have you and William here with me?" he 
asked, squeezing her hand back. 
 
She brought his hand down to her lips, kissed his knuckles, then pulled both their 
hands down low enough so they were resting on their son's chest. "You just did," 
she said quietly. 
 
The corners of his eyes still damp, he held their hands still for a moment, savoring 
the steady beat of William's tiny heart beneath his fingers. "It'll only take me a 
few minutes to shower. Don't go anywhere, okay?" 
 
"Okay." She smiled up at him then and watched as he turned around and headed 
into the bathroom. "We'll be here," she called out, gently brushing away some milk 
on William's chin with her thumb. 



 
Closing the door behind him, he bent over, picked up the wet shirt he'd thrown in 
there before, and carefully laid it on top of the laundry pile. 
 
And then he smiled too, knowing that when he was finished, his family would be 
right outside the door waiting for him. 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
7:  Lucky 
 
 
 
"Feel better after your shower, Mulder?"  
 
"Yeah, I do." He walked out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist 
and his wet hair sticking out in too many directions to count. 
 
She'd missed seeing him this way. 
 
Fresh from the shower, his hair disheveled, the stubble on his chin dark and rough, 
and all that smooth damp skin on his smooth lean body. 
 
God, he was beautiful. 
 
And he looked so relaxed.  
 
She knew how stressful it had been for him being separated from her and William, 
how lonely he'd felt, and now seeing him like this, all clean and comfortable, his 
cheeks still slightly flushed from his morning run, she felt a rush of warmth 
surging through every nerve in her body. 
 



"Like what you see, Scully?" he asked, knowing exactly what affect he was having 
on her. 
 
"That depends." 
 
He walked over to her where she was sitting on the bed holding William in her left 
arm. "On what?" 
 
"On just how much I get to see," she answered, suddenly reaching out and yanking 
the towel from around his waist. 
 
"Scully!" he yelped, now standing in front of her stark naked. 
 
Yeah, he was beautiful all right. 
 
Every glorious inch of him. 
 
And she wasn't about to give him back the towel so he could cover any of it up. 
 
"You know our son's probably going to be traumatized now that he's seen his old 
man naked," he remarked, brushing his thumb across William's cheek, then sitting 
down beside them on the bed, not the least bit concerned about the fact that 
he was the only one in the room that was nude. 
 
"He won't remember any of it, Mulder." 
 
"Yeah, but you will, won't you?" he teased, putting his arm around her shoulder, 
then leaning in for a kiss. 
 
He pressed against her lips tentatively at first, then feeling the enthusiasm in her 
response, he pressed harder, slipping his tongue inside her mouth, where it was 
greeted by hers, and within a matter of seconds, their playful kiss turned into a 
passionate one. 



 
That is, until it was interrupted by a strange gurgling sound and the distinct odor 
of a freshly filled diaper. 
 
Not wanting to separate, but knowing they had to, Mulder gave her bottom lip 
one last tug before breaking their kiss. "You sure do have lousy timing," he said, 
looking down at the stinky bundle now squirming in his wife's arms. He reached 
over and picked him up. "I'll get it. I'm an expert at changing diapers now, you 
know." 
 
"You only changed him one time last night," she weakly argued, taking note of the 
way the way his abdominal muscles rippled when he picked up William. 
 
He smiled. "Yeah, and I was damn good at it." 
 
Yes, he was good at it. Then again, he was good at a lot of things, many of them 
he wasn't even aware of, she thought, touched by the way he was carefully 
cradling William in his arms. 
 
"You do realize you're not wearing any clothes, don't you, Mulder?" she chuckled. 
 
Carrying William over to where his diaper bag was, he picked it up along with the 
foldable changing pad, then grinned and replied, "Of course, I do." 
 
"Okay, I was just checking." 
 
He crouched on the floor then, set down the changing pad, and carefully laid 
their squirming baby on top of it, and as she watched him entertain his son with 
silly faces and change his diaper at the same time, she felt like the luckiest 
woman in the world. 
 
Yes, he was a beautiful man, both inside and out. 
 



And he was all hers. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Jo walked down the upstairs hallway, dusting the photos on the wall as she went. 
Dusting was actually one of the jobs that she didn't mind doing because it gave 
her a chance to look at Allan's collection of photographs more closely. 
 
Although the inn had several of them on display in the various rooms and hallways, 
it was the ones in this hallway that she liked the best. Most of them were of 
sunsets from various parts of the United States, but there was one that wasn't, 
and it touched her heart every time she looked at it. 
 
It was a picture from ten years ago of Elsie sitting in her rocking chair on the 
front porch, a book on her lap and a smile on her face. Judging from the lighting, 
it looked to be early evening at the time it was taken, probably either right 
before or right after supper, and although the smile on Elsie's face was a 
pleasant one, it was the look in her eyes that Jo found to be so heartwarming. 
 
The certainty in them, the passion, the love, and the utter joy she saw in them as 
Elsie looked at the man behind the camera was so intense and so completely 
genuine, it almost felt like she was intruding on the moment simply by looking at 
the picture. 
 
How truly wonderful life must've been for the two of them when Allan was still 
alive. 
 
And how very much she wished her own life could be wonderful like that. 
 
She thought she could have that kind of life with Ben, thought that she could 
change his violent ways if she loved him enough, but when she found out that she 
couldn't, it had nearly crushed her. 
 



Oh, she still believed in love...she saw it every time she looked at this photograph 
and every time she heard Elsie talking about her 'dear sweet Allan'...but she also 
knew that her chances of finding it someday were slim at best. 
 
Carefully dusting the glass and then the frame, she hung it back up on the wall, 
and it was then that she heard some noise coming from Bob and Sarah's room. 
 
She'd accidentally heard quite a few interesting sounds coming from guests' 
rooms over the years, some of which actually made her blush, but these weren't 
those kinds of sounds. They were simply talking. 
 
"Have I told you lately how glad I am that you're here?" she heard Bob say. 
 
"I'd say it's been at least a good fifteen minutes," she laughed. 
 
"Well, then I guess I better tell you again." 
 
It was quiet then, and she thought that maybe they were  
kissing. She also thought that now was a good time to move on and not listen 
anymore, but for some reason she just couldn't seem to pull herself away. 
 
Not yet anyway. 
 
A few moments later, she heard Sarah again. "You know, you really are pretty 
good at this, Mulder. Who knew an FBI agent could be such a great diaper 
changer?"  
 
Since Bob's family had arrived here, she hadn't really had much of a chance to 
see him interacting with his son, but she'd seen his sensitive soul and his kind-
heartedness in the way he'd treated her and Elsie, and she had no doubt that 
he'd make a loving and caring father. 
 



She'd also seen the way he looked at Sarah, the way his eyes tracked her every 
movement, how they lit up whenever she said his name, the way they so clearly 
spoke of his love for her. 
 
"I don't work for the FBI anymore, Scully," he said, and she wasn't sure, but she 
thought she detected a hint of sadness in his voice. 
 
She heard some baby noises then and some footsteps, but still she couldn't make 
herself walk away. 
 
"Do you regret leaving?" asked Sarah. 
 
"I regret leaving you and William behind, but I don't regret my decision to have you 
come to Clyde. It's safe here, I'm certain of it, and I know that Elsie and Jo will do 
whatever they can to help us. They're good people, Scully."  
 
"Well, if you trust them, then so do I." 
 
Wow. 
 
He thinks we're good people. 
 
So why was she still standing here listening to what was clearly a private 
conversation? 
 
Because she needed to know that she and Elsie were doing the right thing by 
letting them stay here. 
 
And because she needed to know that there really were relationships out there 
that could work despite all the odds. 
 



Yes, she knew it was wrong of her to eavesdrop on them, and no, she'd never do 
it again, but she was glad that she did because now she knew for certain that 
what she'd believed in for so long was true. 
 
There really is such a thing as true love. 
 
And she was lucky enough to know two more people who had it. 
 
Quietly picking up her bucket of cleaning supplies from the floor, she looked up at 
the photo of Elsie one last time and smiled, then headed back down the hallway. 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
8: Crossword Time 
 
 
 
"So, what else would you like me to do for you today, Elsie?" asked Jo, pouring 
them both a cup of coffee, then bringing them over to the kitchen table. "I 
already did the dusting, but I can go to the grocery store for you if you need me 
to," she suggested. 
  
"Elsie, did you hear me?" she asked, even though she could see her friend was too 
engrossed in her puzzle to notice her or anyone else for that matter. "Of course, 
you didn't," she said, chuckling to herself, then taking a drink of her coffee. 
 
"I heard you, Josephine, but you know I don't like to be interrupted during my 
morning crossword time," she grumbled. 
 
Jo leaned over the table and looked to see which boxes hadn't been filled in yet. 
"What if I can tell you the answer to three down? Then will you listen to me?" she 
offered. 



 
Elsie leaned down closer to the paper, moved her finger over the page, trying to 
find the clue Jo was talking about. "Three down - One who insists on exactness or 
the completeness in the observance of something. It's 'stickler', right?" 
 
"Yeah, you're right. I guess you're just too good for me, Elsie," she said, patting her 
friend on the arm. 
 
"I've been doing crosswords since before you were born. I better be good at 'em," 
she laughed. "Now what was it you wanted to ask me, dear?" 
 
Jo opened her mouth to reply, but was interrupted before she could say anything. 
 
"Hey, did I hear someone say crosswords?" asked Mulder,  sauntering into the 
kitchen, his hair still damp from his shower, his son in his arms. 
 
"It's 9:00. What else would I be doing?" replied Elsie. 
 
"Good, then we're just in time," he said, pulling out a chair from the table with one 
hand and holding William against his chest with the other one. Then he sat down 
and shifted the boy into a more comfortable position, propping his head up so he 
could see the table. "So, what clues can my son and I help you with today, Elsie?" 
 
Elsie looked over at the man sitting beside her, at the way he proudly held the 
baby in his arms, at the way his eyes lit up when he said the words "my son", and 
she couldn't help smiling. "So, you two think you can help me, huh?" she remarked 
as she reached out and gently squeezed William's foot. "Well, let's see what you 
got." 
 
"I don't know, Bob. She may not need your help this morning," said Jo, also taking 
note of the way he was so much more comfortable with William than he'd been 
last night. "She only started fifteen minutes ago, and she already has more than 
half of today's puzzle done." 



 
"I'm impressed, but I can see here you haven't filled in five across yet, and I'm 
pretty sure it's 'cadence'," he said, pointing out the empty spot where the word 
should be. "See here, 'a flow of sounds in language.'" 
 
"Thank you, Bob," she said, counting the number of spaces, then slowly writing 
down the letters in each square. "And thank you too, William. You're a good 
helper," she added, smiling at the wide-eyed baby, then taking a sip of her coffee. 
 
"Actually, William's the one who figured it out. Right, buddy?" said Mulder, leaning 
down and kissing his son's forehead. 
 
"So, where's that pretty wife of yours this morning?" asked Elsie. "She's not still 
sleeping, is she?" 
 
He laughed. "She doesn't get much sleep these days, not with this little guy 
wanting to eat all the time. No, she's just getting cleaned up and dressed. She 
should be down in a few minutes." 
 
"Well, good. In all the excitement last night, I didn't really get much of a chance to 
speak to her, and I want to ask her a few things." 
 
A few things. 
 
He wasn't sure he liked the sound of that. Elsie wasn't one to hold back on what 
she thought about things, and though she probably just wanted to get to know 
Scully better, he'd feel more comfortable if he knew ahead of time what she 
wanted to ask her about. 
 
"What kinds of things?"  
 
"I thought you were going to help me with this crossword," she said, changing the 
subject. 



 
"You didn't answer my question." 
 
"No, I didn't," she groused, picking up her pen again and filling in another answer. 
 
"And apparently, you're not going to," he chortled as he shifted William over to his 
other arm, and though he was still curious about what she was going to say to 
Scully, he knew that his wife could hold her own against anyone. 
 
Even a spunky old woman who was obsessed with crossword puzzles. 
 
"So, what are your plans for today, Bob?" asked Jo, getting up from her chair and 
rinsing out her coffee cup in the sink. "It is your wife and son's first full day in 
Clyde." 
 
"I hadn't really thought about it," replied Mulder, looking down at the sleep-eyed 
child in his arms. "I suppose we'll just hang out here...although I probably should go 
into town and pick up another bag of diapers." 
 
"I can do that for you, Bob," offered Jo. "I was planning on going to the Pic-and-
Save later anyway. 
 
"Thanks, Jo, but Scully will probably want to get a few things for the baby, and I 
don't want you to go to any trouble for us." 
 
"It's no trouble." 
 
"But you and Elsie have already done so much for us," he protested. 
 
"Nonsense," said Elsie. "We haven't done anything for you that we wouldn't do for 
anyone else who checks in here. We're the best bed and breakfast in Clyde for 
forty years running, you know," she added proudly. 
 



Jo laughed. "We're the *only* bed and breakfast in Clyde, Elsie." 
 
"That may be true, dear, but that shouldn't stop us from being hospitable to our 
guests." 
 
"Yes, ma'am." Jo opened the drawer to the left of the sink and took out a paper 
and pencil, then looked over at Bob. "Just tell me what you need besides diapers, 
and I'll be glad to get it for you when I go." 
 
"Thank you," said Mulder. 
 
"Yes, thank you, but it's really not necessary," said Scully, coming into the kitchen. 
She walked over to Mulder and kissed William's cheek, cupped her hand around his 
little head. "How's he doing? He's not giving you a hard time, is he?" 
 
"Actually, he's been helping Elsie here with her crossword puzzle clues." 
 
She smiled. "Oh, he has, has he?" 
 
"He's smart, just like his mom," he replied, sliding his hand over hers. 
 
"Mulder." 
 
"It's true, Scully," he said sincerely, his eyes shining as he looked at her, then down 
at their son. "And he's a good speller too." 
 
As anxious as Elsie was to finish her morning puzzle, she couldn't seem to 
concentrate on it anymore. She was too busy watching the young family in her 
kitchen. 
 
When Sarah and William first came to the inn yesterday, she wasn't sure it was 
going to work out having them here, but now, seeing them together with Bob, 



seeing how happy he was and how much they loved each other, she knew it was 
the right decision to let them stay. 
 
But for how long? 
 
Was this just a temporary stop for them on their way to someplace else, or did 
they plan on staying here indefinitely? 
 
She didn't know, but no matter what they decided to do, she'd do whatever she 
could to help keep them safe.  
 
"So, you like doing crossword puzzles, Elsie?" asked Scully, interrupting the older 
woman's thoughts. "So do I." She took a step closer to the table, leaned over, and 
looked at the nearly finished puzzle. "I think twelve down might be 'viscosity.'" 
 
Elsie bent down closer to the paper to read the clue and count the squares. They 
matched. "Thank you, Sarah. I was having a hard time with that one." 
 
"No problem. I'd be glad to help you with the rest of it, that is, if William here 
doesn't mind me taking over," offered Scully, leaning over and nuzzling his wet 
cheek with her nose. 
 
Writing down the last three letters of the word, Elsie looked up at the thoughtful 
young woman standing in front of her and smiled. "I'd like that. I'd like that very 
much." 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
9: Adjustments 
 
 



Mulder walked up the stairs with William, then headed down the hallway, stopping 
in front of the photographs that Allan had taken. He'd briefly looked at them 
before when he'd gone to his room, but this time he wanted to share them with 
his son. 
 
"See that, William. It's called a sunset, and it happens when the sun goes down at 
the end of the day," he said, holding the baby's head up so he could look at the 
image. "It's pretty amazing to see one of these, especially if you're at the ocean," 
he added, remembering all the times he'd seen the sun set at the Atlantic Ocean 
when he was a kid. 
 
"I'd really like to take you there someday, you know," he said, kissing the top of 
William's small round head.  
 
Continuing his walk down the hallway, they stopped in front of the window. "And 
see that gutter over there on the side of the house, buddy? Your old man fixed 
that," he said, proudly admiring his handiwork. "I bet you didn't know I knew how to 
do that, did you?" 
 
"No, I didn't," answered Scully from behind him at the top of the stairs.  
 
"Hey, I thought you were going to help Elsie with her crossword puzzle," he said, 
surprised to see her again so soon. 
 
She walked over to them. "I was, but then she changed her mind and insisted that 
I come up here to check on the two of you instead." She put her hand behind his 
neck, pulled him down for a kiss, then cradled her hand around William's head. 
"And I wasn't about to argue with her." 
 
"I don't blame you. When Elsie tells you to do something, you're better off doing it 
than arguing about it," he remarked with a smile. 
 
"She is a bit feisty, isn't she?" 



 
"Yeah she is, but in a good way." 
 
"So what's this I hear about you fixing a gutter? Is this the same gutter you 
mentioned in one of your e-mails before?" 
 
He nodded. "I was just telling William here about my outdoor handiwork," he replied, 
pointing out the window. 
 
"It does look pretty good, Mulder," she said, taking the baby in her arms.  
 
"Thank you." 
 
"So, what do you think, little man?" she asked, nuzzling William's cheek with her 
nose. "Are you as impressed with your dad's handyman skills as I am?" 
 
His answer was an unexpected sneeze, his tiny face scrunching up right before a 
small glob of spit-up came flying out of his mouth. 
 
"I'll take that as a yes," she laughed, quickly wiping it off his chin before it had a 
chance to drip down on her shirt. 
 
"Wow, now I'm the one who's impressed. You do that like a pro, Scully." 
 
And he was impressed, not just by how easily she knew how to take care of 
William, but at how easily she seemed to be adjusting to being here. 
 
She held William over her shoulder, patted his back, and began to walk towards 
their room. "Well, I don't know about that, but I am getting better than I was." 
 
"You're great with him, Scully," he said, opening the door and walking inside first. 
 



"That's only because I've had more practice than you." She followed him inside, 
went over to the bed, and sat down. Lifting William off her shoulder, she carefully 
laid him down on the bed on his back, wiped his mouth again, then checked his 
diaper. "Looks like someone needs to be changed again." 
 
"Again? Didn't you just change him an hour ago?" 
 
"Yes, I did, and he'll probably have to be changed again in another hour. Babies go 
through a lot of diapers, Mulder." 
 
"Is this the part where you tell me I can get in some of my own practice if I 
change his diaper instead of you?" 
 
She smiled, then lightly punched his arm as she got up off the bed and walked 
over to the diaper bag on the floor. "I knew there was a reason why I came here." 
 
And there's a reason why I love you, he thought as he changed William's diaper 
faster than he did the night before.  
 
"Not bad for still being a beginner, huh?" he asked, proudly hoisting his freshly 
changed son up over his shoulder and patting him on the back. 
 
"Mulder, you're a natural," she said, joining them on the bed, then kissing them 
both on the cheek. "Which is why I think you'll be just fine while I go to the store to 
get some more diapers and a few other things we need." 
 
"Are you sure about that?" he asked, feeling both apprehensive and excited about 
having his son all to himself for a while. 
 
"Of course, I am. You'll be fine, and if you need anything, just ask Jo or Elsie. I'm 
sure they'd be glad to help you out." She checked her hair in the mirror, scooped 
up her purse. "I won't be gone long." 
 



"Okay. You hear that, buddy. Mom's going out for a little while, but she'll be right 
back."  
 
"Goodbye, little man," she said, softly rubbing her hand over William's fuzzy head. 
"Be good...and you be good too, big man," she added, rubbing his head and messing 
up his hair. 
 
"Don't worry. We won't get into too much trouble," 
 
She smiled, then headed out the door, leaving him to take care of his son on his 
own for the very first time. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Elsie tried to concentrate on the clues in front of her, but she couldn't focus on 
the words. Letting out a big yawn, she closed the crossword puzzle book and set 
her pencil down on the table. 
 
"You okay over there?" asked Jo, drying off the last breakfast plate and putting 
it in the cupboard. 
 
"I'm fine," she answered, slowly getting up from the table. 
 
"You don't look fine. You look tired," remarked Jo. She watched as the older 
woman held onto the edge of the table for support and yawned again. "I thought 
you said you got a good night's rest last night." 
 
"I did." 
 
"Well, I think you tried to do too much yesterday and that you should let me take 
care of things today." 
 



"I can take care of whatever needs to be done, just like I always have," grumbled 
Elsie. 
 
"I know you can, but I also know how tired you are whether you want to admit it 
or not," she said firmly. 
 
"I think you've been living here too long, Jo." 
 
"What do you mean?" she said, a puzzled expression on her face. 
 
Elsie grinned. "You sound just like me." 
 
"I guess maybe I do," Jo laughed. "So are you going to go relax and let me take 
care of things for a while or what?" 
 
Elsie picked up her pencil and crossword puzzle from the table and thought about 
Jo's suggestion. "I suppose I could go to my room and catch up on some of my 
reading," she finally relented. "Are you sure you don't mind?" 
 
"Of course, I don't mind. It's what I'm here for." 
 
"All right then, dear," she said, heading off to her room. "But you call me if you 
need me, okay?" 
 
"Okay, I will." 
 
Watching the older woman slowly shuffle off to her room, she couldn't help but be 
concerned. If Elsie was this worn out after only having a baby at the inn for a 
day, what would she feel like if Bob and Sarah decided to stay here for a few 
weeks?  
 
As much as she liked having them and their baby here, Elsie's needs came first, 
and she would do whatever she could to make things easier for her. 



 
Scooping up the last handful of clean silverware out of the sink, she dried it off, 
and placed in the drawer. Then she grabbed a pencil and a pad of paper, and 
started making a list of all the things that needed to be done. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Scully got in the car and closed the door, then leaned back in the seat. 
 
She didn't really need to get more diapers or anything else yet, but she wanted to 
give Mulder a chance to be alone with his son, and so she'd made up the excuse 
about needing to go to the store. 
 
She also needed a moment alone to process everything that had happened the 
last couple days. 
 
Packing all of William's things and leaving everything behind had been one of the 
hardest things she'd ever done, and even though Mulder had reassured her that 
it was safe here, there was still a part of her that couldn't completely relax. 
 
What if someone had been following her as she drove to Clyde? What if that 
same someone was out there now watching them at the inn and waiting for the 
chance to snatch William from them? 
 
No, she couldn't think like that, and she couldn't let Mulder know she was having 
those thoughts either. He trusted Elsie and Jo and seemed more at home in Clyde 
than she'd ever seen him before. 
 
But why? 
 
Why didn't he have the same doubts as she did? Was it because he'd been here 
longer than her? Was it because the people here had been so nice to him? 
 



Or was it because no one here had any preconceived notions about who he was 
or where he came from? 
 
Whatever it was, she liked seeing him so at ease and whether she was ready to 
let go of her own fears or not, she would try to adjust to living in Clyde now too. 
 
Turning the key in the ignition, she glanced up at the window of the room they 
were staying in, then backed out into the road and started driving. 
 
To where, she didn't know. 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
10: Finding Comfortable 
 
 
 
Scully drove past the Pic-and-Save Supermarket for the second time, then kept 
going. 
 
She could've easily gone inside and picked up some diapers and other supplies like 
she told Mulder she was going to do, but she just couldn't bring herself to get out 
of the car. It wasn't really that she was afraid or nervous to go inside. 
 
It's just that she wasn't ready to "be seen" yet. 
 
Sure, she knew it was silly of her to not want to speak with anyone, especially 
since Mulder had told her how friendly and kind everyone in this town was. 
 
It's just that she didn't want to have to pretend. 
 



Even though Elsie and Jo knew that she was really Scully, having them call her 
Sarah wasn't as difficult as she thought it would be, but being "Sarah" around 
strangers was something she wasn't quite ready to do. 
 
Not yet. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Mulder stretched out on the bed, laying William down beside him. 
 
"Well buddy, it looks like you're stuck with me for a while," he said softly, cupping 
his large hand around his son's small head. "So, what do you think we should do 
while your mom's away?" 
 
His bright blue eyes trying to focus on the person talking to him, the boy began to 
kick his legs, then let out a burp, followed by a tiny stream of drool rolling out of 
the corner of his mouth. 
 
Mulder laughed. "So you want to get into a burping contest, huh?" Quickly 
reaching over and grabbing a burp rag from the nightstand, he wiped off William's 
chin before any of the drool landed on the bedspread.  
 
"I'm afraid I've got you beat in that department, although your mom's right up 
there with me," he remarked, thinking back to the last time they'd shared a few 
beers and a movie at her apartment. 
 
They'd watched Steel Magnolias that night, pounded down two bowls of popcorn 
and two beers each, and ended up having a belching contest. He still remembers 
how the light from the TV had flickered across her face as she let out one burp 
after another, giggling in between each one. 
 
And he remembers how she'd felt afterwards, her hips rising to meet his, her 
fingernails gripping onto his back as he slid in and out of her. 



 
"Actually, your mom's good at a lot of things," he said wistfully, wishing she was 
here now, lying on the other side of the bed with him, their son gently wedged 
between them. "Although I'm sure you already knew that," he added, checking to 
make sure he got all the drool wiped off William's chin. "I bet she took really good 
care of you while I was gone, didn't she?" 
 
Turning his head towards the man beside him, William curled his fingers into fists 
and awkwardly moved his arms up and down. "I'll take that as a yes," he said, 
watching in amazement as his son tried to focus on him again. 
 
Mulder scooted over on the bed closer to the boy, his face now just inches away 
from his son's. "I'll take really good care of you too, you know," he whispered, 
rubbing William's balled up fist against his cheek. "And I'll always protect you, no 
matter what." 
 
And he would protect him.  
 
No matter where they lived, no matter how their lives changed and what 
challenges they faced, he would do everything in his power to keep his family safe.  
 
Softly kissing William on the forehead, he sat up in bed, then scooped him into his 
arms. "Your mom should be coming home soon. Let's go outside, and wait for her, 
okay?" 
 
Standing up, he picked up the used burp rag, tossed it into the bathroom on the 
floor, then grabbed a new one from the diaper bag, and headed downstairs. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Jo slowly pushed the broom against the floor, sweeping the last pile of dust into 
the dustpan. 
 



The kitchen floor looked spotless now, just the way Elsie liked it, and the counters 
and cupboards looked great too. Checking the jobs off the sheet of paper, she 
looked at the next thing on her checklist. 
 
Go to the Pic-and-Save. 
 
Knowing that if she went now, Charlotte would be working the afternoon shift 
and would probably want to pump her for more information about Bob, she 
decided against it. 
 
Then again, now that Sarah and William were here, it might be fun to let it 
*accidentally* slip that Bob had a family of his own and that they would be 
staying in Clyde indefinitely. 
 
No, she couldn't do that.  
 
It would be childish and petty, and ultimately, she'd be acting like just as much of a 
busybody as Charlotte did, and that's not who she was. 
 
Still, the thought of surprising Charlotte with a piece of information about 
someone in town that she didn't already know was tempting. 
 
"Hey Jo, what are you doing?" asked Bob, interrupting her reverie.  
 
"What?" she replied, the filled dust pan nearly falling out of her hand at the sound 
of his voice. 
 
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to startle you. Are you okay?" he asked, cradling William in 
his left arm as he leaned against the kitchen counter. "You looked a little 'out 
there.'" 
 



She cleared her throat, carried the dust pan over to the trash can, dumped the 
contents inside. "I'm fine. I...um...was just finishing cleaning up the kitchen," she 
answered awkwardly, feeling embarrassed and ashamed that she'd just  
been thinking about using his situation for her own personal gain. 
 
"Well, it looks nice. I'm sure Elsie appreciates all you do for her," he remarked. He 
took a moment to wipe some drool off William's mouth, then looked at her. "And I 
appreciate what you're doing for us," he said sincerely. "Thank you." 
 
Although she still felt cautious about letting him and his family stay here, looking 
into his eyes now as he gently held his tiny son, she felt more certain than ever 
that it was the right thing to do. 
 
"You're welcome," she said, softly running her palm over William's hair, then 
brushing the tip of her finger across his cheek. "So, how's he doing with all of 
this?" she asked, completely forgetting all about her trip to the grocery store. 
 
"He seems to be taking it all in stride, but his dad's still trying to figure everything 
out."  
 
"Oh, I don't know. He looks pretty happy to me," remarked Jo, fascinated by how 
smooth and warm the baby's face felt beneath her fingertips.  
 
Obviously touched by her comment, he let himself smile. "Yeah, I guess he does," he 
said, pressing a kiss to William's forehead.  
 
Touching the little boy's round fuzzy head one last time, she took a step back. 
"Well, I suppose I should get back to work. I have a lot to do around here today." 
 
"Need some help?" 
 



As much as she enjoyed Bob's company, it wasn't right to impose on his generosity 
or to take time away from him that he could be spending with his son. "No, but 
thanks for offering," she replied. 
 
"Okay. I guess we'll be heading outside then. Scully should be home soon, and we're 
going to wait for her out on the front porch." 
 
As she watched him walk over to the door, his child contentedly tucked in the 
crook of his arm, she felt quite pleased with herself. Not only had she helped him 
feel comfortable about his decision to stay at the inn, but with only a few short 
words, she'd also helped him feel more comfortable about being a dad. 
 
Happily picking up the broom and dustpan, she put it back in the closet, then 
grabbed her bucket of cleaning supplies and went upstairs. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Scully pulled up alongside the curb in front of the park, turned off the ignition, 
looked down at her watch. 
 
She'd been driving around for nearly 45 minutes now, and though she still didn't 
want to stop and speak with anyone, she wasn't quite ready to go back to the 
inn either. 
 
She wanted to reflect on what the city had to offer, on the people, the places, 
the atmosphere. From what she'd seen so far, Clyde was a quaint little town with 
a handful of stores and offices and a variety of cozy looking houses.  
 
And it was just the kind of place they needed to be in right now, a quiet 
unassuming place where they could stay safely tucked away from the rest of 
the world. 
 
But could Mulder really be happy here? 



 
For as long as she'd known him, he'd always been driven by the need to keep 
moving, to keep searching, but how could he do that if they stayed in Clyde? 
 
She wasn't sure, but now that she'd seen more of the town, she was beginning to 
understand why he liked it so much. 
 
Everything seemed to move at a relaxed pace here, the people, the traffic...even 
the way the trees swayed in the wind was slow and easy. There also seemed to 
be a fair number of children around, riding bikes, jumping rope, playing ball in their 
front yards. 
 
And there was a park too, with swings, slides, and various other playground 
equipment. Earlier she sat in her car across the street from it and watched 
some toddlers playing in the sandbox with some buckets while their mothers sat 
on some nearby benches and visited with each other. 
 
And now as she sat by the park for the second time, she wondered what it would 
be like if she could be one of those same mothers someday, sitting on a bench 
watching William giggle as he dumped sand all over his toes and played with his 
trucks. 
 
If they ended up staying here for a while, it was a real possibility, but was it a 
possibility she truly wanted? 
 
Years ago when she told Mulder that she wanted "to get out of the car" and 
have a normal life, it was a statement made more out of exhaustion and 
frustration than what she really wanted, but she had a child now...no, *they* had 
a child...and it was their job to provide a safe and stable environment for him. 
 
And now that they were back together again as a family, they'd been given a 
chance to do just that, for as long as they wanted to stay in Clyde. 
 



Knowing now what she needed to do, she looked back at the park one last time, 
then turned the key in the ignition and headed back to the inn. 
 
~~~~ 
 
11: Figuring Things Out 
 
 
He's always liked porches, especially ones with rocking chairs.  
   
When he was a boy, he used to spend a lot of time sitting in the chair on his own 
front porch, sometimes watching what was going on in the neighborhood, 
sometimes reading a book, sometimes anxiously watching the sky and hoping for a 
thunderstorm.  
   
It was a comfortable loveseat-type chair with a soft cushion and plenty of room 
for him to stretch out his legs if he wanted to sit sideways and not so high up 
that his feet couldn't easily touch the floor so that he could rock himself if he 
wanted to.  
   
And it was a place he liked to go to simply think about things.  
   
And here at the Come On Inn, it had been a place for him to think as well. Since 
he'd arrived in town, he'd spent a lot of time sitting out here, contemplating what 
to do about Scully and William and wondering when he'd be able to see them again.  
   
But now they were finally here with him, and it felt even more wonderful than he 
imagined.  
   
To hold his son in his arms again, to have him look up into his eyes as if he knew 
exactly who it was that was holding him...it was unlike anything he'd ever 
experienced before.  
   



"So what do you think, William?" he asked the small infant, positioning him on his lap 
so he could see out into the neighborhood. "Do you like it here in Clyde so far?"  
   
William laid his head back against his dad's chest and sleepily blinked his eyes.  
   
"So you're not sure yet. Well, that's okay. I like it enough for the both of us," he 
said, smiling as he picked up William's little hand and kissed it. "I'm not sure how 
your mom feels though. Maybe we should ask her about it when she gets back 
from the store."  
   
Steadily rocking back and forth on the seat now, he looked down the street both 
ways, but there were no cars coming in either direction. "I wonder what's taking 
her so long," he commented, briefly looking down at his watch and seeing that 
she'd been gone almost an hour.   
   
Although he felt safe in this town and had seen no indications so far that anyone 
had followed them here, he couldn't stop the uneasy feeling beginning to churn 
around inside his gut.  
   
What if someone forced her off the road so they could take her? What if 
someone grabbed her in the store parking lot when she got out of her car? What 
if his instincts about this town were all wrong, and all three of them were in 
more danger than he thought?  
   
No, he couldn't think like that, he just couldn't.  
   
She probably just needed to get more things at the store than she thought she 
did or maybe she couldn't remember how to find her way back to the inn or 
maybe she got a flat tire or maybe...  
   
Quickly pulling his phone from his pocket, he was just about to call her when he 
noticed her familiar car turning the corner in the distance. Immediately wanting 



to stand up and go to her as soon as she pulled up to the inn, he stopped himself 
before disturbing the warm sleeping baby now curled up against his chest.  
   
He let out a sigh of relief, shifted William's limp body into a more manageable 
position against his chest as he watched her pull into the driveway, then get out 
of the car.   
   
"I thought you forgot about us," he said, taking note of the fact that she wasn't 
carrying any grocery bags.   
   
She walked up the steps, sat down beside them, then placed a kiss on her sleeping 
son's forehead. "Now how could I forget about my two favorite men?" she replied, 
leaning over to give him a kiss as well.  
   
"Well, we are pretty charming," he remarked with a grin as he glanced down at 
the baby in his arms. "So, did you get some things at the store?" he asked, 
wondering if maybe she'd just left what she bought in the car.  
   
"I didn't go to the store."  
   
"You didn't?"  
   
She stood up from the seat, walked over by the railing. "I did something else."  
   
"I thought you needed to get some diapers," he said, his mind immediately racing 
with possibilities of what she'd been doing for so long. 
 
"I did, but there was something more important that I had to do first."  
   
"Oh? What's that?"   
   



"I made a decision about something," she answered, running her palm over her 
hair. "Something I've been thinking about for a while, but wasn't sure about until 
now."  
   
"I'm listening." Trying not to jostle William around in his arms too much, he got up 
and walked over to her, softly touched her arm.  
   
She thought for a moment, then said, "Mulder, I've been thinking a lot about this 
place, about how much you seem to like it here, about how we, as a family, might 
be able to fit in with everyone else, and even though I still have some 
reservations about it, driving around town this afternoon convinced me that it's 
the most logical thing for us to do right now." 
    
"What are you saying?" he asked, although he already had a pretty good idea of 
what she was trying to say.  
  
"Are you trying to tell me what I think you are?"  
   
She raised her right eyebrow. "That depends."  
   
"On what?"  
   
"Whether or not you agree with me," she replied as she  carefully lifted William 
into her arms. Brushing her cheek against his fuzzy head, she added, "Mulder, I've 
given this a lot of thought, and I think we should stay here in Clyde for as long as 
we need to."  
   
Caught off guard by her unexpected revelation, but not completely surprised by 
it, he put his hand on her shoulder, lowered his head closer to hers. "Are you sure 
that's what you want?"  
   



"It's the right thing to do...not just for you, but for William," she replied, 
remembering how she'd felt as she watched all those children happily playing in the 
park earlier.  
   
"As much as I love this little guy," he said, lightly pinching his son's arm, "I don't 
want you to think you have to stay here for me...or for him. I want it to be 
something that *you're* going to be comfortable with. If you have any doubts, 
Scully..."  
   
"Anytime you're faced with a new challenge, there are going to be doubts, 
Mulder. You know that," she argued.  
   
"I know. I just want you to be sure."  
   
"I am."  
   
"Well, okay then. I guess we need to find out from Elsie if we can stay here at 
the inn on a long term basis, or at least until we decide whether or not we need 
to find our own place to stay at for a while," he suggested, already turning 
towards the door and reaching for the handle.  
   
"Mulder, wait. Sit down here a minute, and let's talk about this some more."  
   
"But I thought you just said..."  
   
"I know what I just said, but I want to know how you really feel about all of this. 
After all, I did just kind of spring it on you," she said, wiping away some drool by 
William's mouth. "After all, you were expecting me to come back from the store 
with diapers, not with a decision that could affect the rest of our lives." 
   
She was right.  
  



He knew they needed to talk about it some more, but he also knew that if they 
were going to be here for a while, he needed to have a safe place lined up for 
them to stay, a place where they could be themselves and not have to worry 
about someone finding out who they really were.  
   
Ever since he'd arrived in Clyde, he'd been touched by Elsie and Jo's continual 
willingness to help him, but was it really fair of him to ask them if they could stay 
at the inn indefinitely?  
   
He honestly wasn't sure.  
   
"Mulder, did you hear me?" she asked, nudging his arm just enough to snap him out 
of his reverie.  
   
"I heard you, Scully, and you're right. We really should talk more and figure all this 
out, but not here. Let's go inside," he suggested, holding the door open for her.  
   
"Okay." Looking down at the still-snoozing baby in her arms, she stepped through 
the doorway, and then he went inside too, following closely behind them.  
   
"You're back," remarked Elsie, who was sitting in the lobby in her favorite chair. 
She set down the book she was reading in her lap. "Did you get what you needed 
at the store, dear?" she asked, looking up at Scully.  
   
"Not everything, but I can go back later with Mulder and get whatever else I 
need," she replied, covering up the fact that she never made it to the store the 
first time.  
   
"Well, lunch is at noon if you want to go after that."  
   
"Thanks, Elsie, but don't fix anything for us. Scully and I have some business to 
take care of first and then we'll probably head out to the Pic and Save after 
that."  



   
"I'd be glad to watch William for you if you'd like," she offered, slowly lifting herself 
out of her chair. "Jo and I can take care of him."  
   
"That's generous of you to offer, Elsie, but it's really not necessary," said Mulder, 
not sure whether they really needed someone to watch William just so they could 
have some time and space to talk uninterrupted.  
   
"A lot of the things that people do aren't absolutely  'necessary', but they do 
them anyway simply because they want to," she quickly countered.   
   
He tilted his head, rubbed his chin. "You said something like that to me before, 
didn't you?" he asked, trying to remember when and where he'd heard her say 
nearly the same words.  
   
She patted his arm and smiled. "You're right. I did."  
   
Suddenly remembering when it was that she'd said something similar to him, he 
replied, "Oh yeah, now I remember. It was the first night I stayed here. You and Jo 
made me dinner and left it on a plate outside my door."  
   
"You needed to eat," she bluntly stated.  
   
He smiled. "And you weren't going to take no for an answer then, just like you 
aren't going to take no for an answer this time, are you?" 
   
She chuckled. "You're right, I'm not. Now Jo and I are going to take care of this 
handsome young man while you and Sarah do what you need to do, and I don't 
want to hear another word about it, Bob."  
   
"I don't think we're going to win this argument, Scully," stated Mulder.   
   
"I don't think so either."  



   
"Okay, you got yourself a baby, but I have to warn you. His diaper hasn't been 
changed for a while."  
   
Scully took a step forward. "I'll change it before we go, Elsie."  
   
"Thank you, dear."  
   
"And I'll make sure I bring you everything you'll need for him so you won't have to 
go upstairs."  
   
She nodded at Scully. "Your wife's very thoughtful, Bob."  
   
He bent down to kiss her cheek. "Yes, she is," he said, turning to give the elderly 
woman a kiss on the cheek too. "And so are you. Thanks, Elsie. We appreciate it."  
   
Elsie reached over, held William's tiny balled-up fist in her hand. "Now don't you 
worry about us. We'll be just fine."  
   
Elsie walked back over to her chair then, sat down again and held out her arms. 
Carefully handing her their son, Scully said, "Let me go get those things for you. I'll 
be right back."  
   
"Thank you, Sarah," she said, adjusting her arm on the arm rest just right so 
William's head had extra support.  
   
"Are you sure you're okay with this?" asked Mulder, bending down on one knee 
beside the chair.  
   
She looked down at the precious little boy in her arms, then up at his father. "I'll 
take good care of him, Bob, and so will Jo. Now you two take as long as you need, 
and we'll be here when you get back."  
   



He stood up. "If you're sure."  
   
"I'm sure. Now go on and get out of here."  
   
"If I didn't know any better, I'd say you were trying to get rid of us, Elsie," he 
teased.  
   
She laughed. "Well, of course, I am. How else am I going to get to know this sweet 
young man better?" she replied, gently pulling William's rumpled shirt down over his 
belly.  
   
Just then, Scully came down the stairs carrying a diaper bag and a blanket. She 
walked over to them and set the supplies down on the couch. "Here you go. 
Everything you might need should be in here including my phone number in case 
you need to reach us, even though you're probably not going to need it."   
   
"Thank you, dear, but I'm sure we won't have any problems."  
   
"I'm sure you won't either. Do you still want me to change his diaper before we 
go?"  
   
"No, let him sleep. That's what a growing baby needs, you know. Lots of sleep."  
   
"Yes, he does," agreed Scully. Then she leaned over and kissed his head. "Goodbye, 
little one. We'll be back soon."  
   
"Goodbye, buddy," Mulder whispered as he brushed his finger across the boy's 
cheek. "You all set, Scully?"    
   
She nodded.   
   
"Okay then, let's go." Taking hold of her hand, he looked back at William one last 
time, then headed towards the door.  



   
"So where are we going anyway?" she asked.  
 
He pushed the door open, led her out onto the porch.   "Someplace quiet where 
we can talk about all this."  
   
"Where's that?"  
   
He smiled, gave her a quick kiss. "I'm not sure, but I'll know when we get there," he 
replied, gently squeezing her hand.  
   
She squeezed back.  
   
~~~~ 
 
 
12: Second Chances 
 
 
When she and Allan got married, they knew they wanted to start a family right 
away.  
  
"I think four's a good number, don't you?" Allan had said on their honeymoon as he 
sprinkled kisses on her cheeks, her neck, the curve of her shoulder.  
  
"I think so too," she'd whispered back, already anxious to start on child number 
one.  
  
A year passed and then several more, but there were no   
children, and though they prayed that God would bless them with a baby someday, 
it wasn't meant to be.  
  



And so they lived their lives taking care of the "baby" that they were able to 
have.  
 
The Come On Inn.  
  
~~~~  
  
"So, where are we going, Mulder?"  
  
"Someplace quiet," he replied, leaning over and giving her a quick kiss, then turning 
on the ignition.   
  
"Where's that?"  
  
He smiled. "I know just the place."  
  
He headed down the street, made a left turn onto Brown St. "There's a trail I 
came across when I was out running  one morning. It's behind the park, and it's 
secluded. It's also got a creek by it." Taking a right turn this time, he added, "I 
don't think anyone will disturb us there.  All the people who use it are probably 
already finished with their morning runs."  
  
"Oh, and how do you know that?" she asked, picturing him in his running gear, his 
muscles shiny with sweat, his hair damp around the edges.  
  
"I know lots of things, Scully."  
  
"Including the running routines of complete strangers," she teased.  
  
"Nobody's a stranger in this town." He pulled into the parking lot of the park then, 
stopped the car, turned to her. "Everybody knows everybody," he added with a 
smile.   
  



"So 'trust no one' doesn't really apply to anybody here."  
  
"You could say that," he replied, opening his door and stepping out of the car.  
  
Climbing out on her side, she looked at him over the roof of the car. "And you're 
okay with this, Mulder?"  
  
He walked around to her side of the car, took hold of her hand. "I'm okay with 
Elsie and Jo knowing who we are and why we're here, but to everyone else, we're 
just Bob and Sarah Halley, a young couple with a new baby visiting from the east 
coast...and for now, I think I'm okay with that too."    
  
He turned towards the start of the trail then, lifted her hand to his lips, kissed 
the back of it. "Come on, Mrs. Halley. Let's walk."  
  
She wasn't expecting him to be so relaxed and open with her out in public, and yet 
it didn't really surprise her. It was obvious he'd become attached to the town, to 
the people who lived here, and the type of life he could have if they stayed.  
  
The truth was, she was becoming attached to it too.  
  
Sure, she'd only been here a short time, but in that time she'd gotten a good feel 
for what both the town and the people were like. 
 
And she'd felt safe here. 
 
And that's exactly what she'd tell him when he asked  her why she wanted to 
stay.  
  
Squeezing his hand, she looked up at him and replied,  "I'd love to take a walk with 
you, Bob."  
  
~~~~  



  
It was a Tuesday morning in August when Josephine Parker's life changed.   
  
It was a Tuesday morning when she'd looked down at the positive sign on the 
home pregnancy test she'd bought the night before.   
  
And it was a Tuesday morning when she sat down on the edge of the tub and 
joyfully cried for the next ten minutes at the thought of becoming a mother.   
  
It was a Tuesday night when everything went to hell.  
  
~~~~  
  
Six years after they married, Elsie became an aunt.  
  
Her sister Martha had a beautiful little girl named Irene Marie, and she loved her 
more than anything.  
  
When Martha became sick with pneumonia shortly after Irene was born, it was 
she who took care of the child.  
  
For nearly three weeks, she lived with Martha and her husband, caring for her 
niece and keeping house for her brother-in-law while he worked long hours doing 
whatever construction jobs he could find.  
  
And for nearly three weeks, she got her chance to be a mother.  
  
When Martha finally recovered, Elsie went back to the inn to be with her own 
husband, and though she ached with longing to try again to have a baby, in her 
heart she knew it could never happen and that she'd never be the mother of her 
own child.  
  
~~~~  



 
Since he arrived in Clyde, Elsie and Jo had gone out of their way to help him and 
accept him for who he was, and now that Scully was here, they'd done the same 
for her and William. 
 
But how would they feel about them staying in town on a long term basis?  
 
He was certain Elsie would let them stay at the inn as long as they needed to, 
but he had to make sure that Scully was certain about her decision first. 
 
Could she really give up what she had back home to live with him in Clyde? Was she 
really considering raising their son here, or was this just a temporary stop on their 
way to running somewhere else? 
 
And what about their safety? 
 
Was it really possible for them to keep tucked away in this town indefinitely, or 
would They eventually find him and make him pay for his selfishness in finally 
wanting to settle down with his family? 
 
And what about the reason why he left D.C. in the first place? 
 
Weeks ago, They'd threatened to take away Scully and William if he didn't leave 
them, but since then, there had been nothing. 
 
No mysterious e-mails. No threatening notes left for him to find. No late night 
phone calls with untraceable numbers. 
 
Nothing since he'd been in Clyde, and nothing since Scully had arrived here. 
 
And though the thought of something going wrong was still with him, the longer 
he stayed in town, the more distant those thoughts became and the more 
comfortable he felt about living here. 



 
"So, what's going on in that beautiful mind of yours, Mulder?" asked Scully, her 
soft voice interrupting his reverie. 
 
"Probably the same things that are going on in yours," he replied, taking hold of 
her hand as they continued to walk down the trail. 
 
"You're concerned about us being safe. You're not sure that I've really thought 
this through and considered what it would be like to give up my place back home. 
Even though you feel good about living here, there's still that small possibility in the 
back of your mind that something could go wrong." She stopped walking then and 
looked up at him. "How'd I do?" 
 
"And they call *me* Spooky," he laughed. 
 
She squeezed his hand. "And now I'm Mrs. Spooky." 
 
"Yes, you are." He turned towards her, cupped his hands around her cheeks and 
tenderly kissed her then, letting her and anyone else who happened to be walking 
along the trail just how much he loved that particular fact.  
 
"Is this really what you want, Scully?" he asked, finally breaking apart from her. 
 
"I can't go back home without you, and I can't take William away from you, not 
when you're just starting to get to know him. He needs you...and so do I." 
 
And he needed her, more than he could ever possibly tell her. 
 
He closed his eyes for a moment, let her words sink into the deepest part of his 
heart, then opened them again. "We should probably head back then, talk to Elsie 
about this and make sure we have a place to stay," he said, suddenly wanting to 
get all their plans settled as soon as possible. 
 



She threaded her fingers between his and smiled. "I think it's a good idea, Mulder." 
 
~~~~  
  
She'd fixed Ben a special dinner that night...steak, baked potatoes, corn on the 
cob, and she'd rehearsed the words all day.  
  
"Ben, I have something to tell you. I'm pregnant."   
  
"I have some wonderful news, Ben. We're going to have a baby."  
  
"I'm pregnant. Isn't it incredible?"  
  
She never got the chance to say any of them.  
  
~~~~  
  
Holding William in her arms now, looking down at his innocent little face, seeing 
the curiosity in his eyes as he awkwardly reached up and tried to touch her chin, 
she felt an overwhelming need to protect him.  
  
No, he wasn't her child nor was he her grandchild, but he'd been brought here for 
a reason, and she'd do her damnedest to keep him and his parents safe for as 
long as they needed to stay at the inn.  
  
"I thought you were going to sleep, little man," she said, smiling as she took his tiny 
hand in hers and brushed it against her cheek.  
  
His eyes widening, he kicked his legs and stiffened his upper body.  
  
"It's okay, William. I know I'm not your mother, but I'll have to do for now," she said 
calmly, moving her own legs so she could start rocking the chair. "And then when 
she comes back, you can tell her what a bad singer I am," she laughed.  



  
Elsie began to sing then, lightly patting his belly as she rocked back and forth to 
the beat.  
  
Five minutes later he was asleep.  
  
~~~~  
  
The drive back to the inn was quieter than she thought it would be. 
 
They'd made a decision, an important one about their future, and she thought 
he'd want to keep talking about it, but he'd said nothing since they got back in 
the car. 
 
"Are you really sure this is the right thing for us to do, Mulder?" she asked, some 
unwanted second thoughts beginning to creep into the back of her mind. 
 
"I think it is," he replied, making a left turn onto Spring Lake Drive. "For now." 
 
She turned towards him in her seat. "And what about a week from now? A 
month? What then?" 
 
He pulled up to a stop sign. "I don't really know, but I do know that for right now 
this is where we need to be, Scully. I can feel it." 
 
"Then that's good enough for me." 
 
He chuckled.  
 
"What?" 
 
"I'm not used to you agreeing with me so easily." 
 



She smiled. "And I'm not used to seeing you so 'settled in' somewhere." She 
scooted over in her seat, rested her head against his arm. "But I like you this 
way...and I like this town." 
 
"Now we just need to tell Elsie we'd like to stick around for a while." 
 
"Do you think she'll let us stay at the inn?" 
 
"Yes, I do," he answered, slowly down as he approached the last stop light before 
arriving back at the inn. 
 
"And if she doesn't?" 
 
"Then we'll find somewhere else to go." He turned and kissed the top of her head. 
"It'll be okay, Scully. I know it." 
 
And he did know it.  
 
In his gut, he knew that this small town in the middle of nowhere was where they 
were meant to be right now. 
 
Now the only thing left to do was to speak to Elsie about it. 
 
~~~~  
  
"Whose baby is it, goddamn it! Tell me, Jo, tell me now!" he screamed, his face filled 
with rage as he yanked the positive pregnancy stick out of the wastebasket and 
pinned her against the bathroom sink.  
  
She'd begged Ben to believe that it was his child, that she hadn't been with 
another man, but he wouldn't listen to any of it.  
  
And so he did what he always did when he didn't like she was saying to him.  



  
He hit.  
  
The next day he came to where she worked and gave her  flowers and a balloon 
that said "Congratulations" on it, along with an apology and a promise that he'd 
never hurt her again.  
  
And so she did what she always did when he apologized.  
  
She forgave.  
  
Two days later when he beat her up again for not having dinner on the table 
when he came home, she finally decided that she'd had enough and that she had 
to do whatever she could to keep her baby safe.   
  
That night, she served him one beer after another until he passed out, and then 
she did what she thought she'd never have the strength to do.  
  
She escaped.  
  
Now as she stood here in the doorway watching Elsie  contentedly holding William 
in her arms, she couldn't help wondering if this was what it would've been like if 
she'd brought her child here.  
  
If she'd left Ben sooner, her baby might've had a better chance of surviving, and 
she might've had a better chance of keeping her life together the two months 
after she left him.  
  
But it was all in the past now, thanks to this wonderful inn and the gracious 
woman who owned it.  
  
"Well, don't just stand over there in the shadows, Jo. Come over here where I can 
see you," said Elsie, disrupting her thoughts.  



  
"I'm sorry, Elsie. Did you need something?" she asked as she walked over to her, 
looked down at the sleeping bundle in her arms.  
  
"No," she replied, cupping her frail hand around the back of his head. "He's 
beautiful, isn't he?" 
  
"Yes, he is." Jo bent down on one knee then, gently touched his belly and watched 
her hand rise up and down with each tiny breath.  
  
If her baby had lived, he would've been beautiful too, and she would've loved him 
and protected him and done everything she could to give him the best life possible.  
  
Her eyes beginning to well up, she softly said, "It really is incredible, you know...how 
perfect a new baby is."  
  
Elsie placed her hand on top of Jo's, squeezed her fingers.  "Yes it is, and someday 
you'll have another chance to have one of your own, Jo. I know it."  
  
Grateful for the older woman's understanding, but not wanting to dwell anymore 
on the past and what she'd lost, she brushed the moisture away from her eyes 
and stood up. "May I hold him?"  
  
"Of course." Elsie kissed William's forehead, then slowly raised him up in her arms. 
"Be careful, dear. Watch his head."  
  
"I know, I know," she said, carefully lifting William from Elsie's arms and positioning 
him in her own arms. His body was warm, his eyes drowsy with sleep, and his 
hands...his hands were so small, yet so detailed with each knuckle delicately 
etched on every finger.  
  



"We have to make sure he's safe, Elsie. Whatever it takes, we have to help Bob 
and Sarah protect him for as long as they're here," she said firmly, not taking her 
eyes off of him as she sat down on the couch.  
  
"I agree, but I'm not really sure that they'll be here much longer," replied her 
friend. "I wouldn't be surprised if that's what they're off doing right now...making 
plans to move on to another town." 
  
"Do you really think so?" she asked, cupping her hand around the back of William's 
head and brushing her thumb over his forehead. "I hope not." 
  
"Well, we can't make them stay if they're ready to move on, Jo." Elsie stood up 
from her rocking chair, slowly started walking towards the window. "Especially if it 
means they'll be safer that way." 
  
"I know...it's just that, well, it's been kind of nice having them here, especially since 
business has been kind of slow lately." 
  
"Yes, it has been nice, but they need to do what's best for them...and for this 
young man," remarked Elsie, looking down at the now sleeping baby in Jo's arms.  
 
"You're right, Elsie. We do need to do what's best for William," said Mulder, 
entering the room from the kitchen instead of through the front door. 
 
"Goodness gracious, Bob, where'd you come from?" asked Elsie, startled by his 
sudden reappearance. She reached over and held onto the window ledge for 
balance, then added, "It's not polite to eavesdrop, you know." 
 
"We weren't eavesdropping. We just happened to come in when you were talking 
about us," he answered, glancing back at Scully as she walked up behind him. "You 
were talking about us, weren't you, Jo?" 
 



Not wanting to let go of the sweet boy in her arms, but knowing she should, Jo 
stood up and walked over to Scully. "Yes, we were, Bob," she admitted, carefully 
handing William back to his mother. "We were just saying how nice it was having 
you here and how much we hoped you'd stay a while." 
 
Mulder leaned down, lightly touched his son's chubby cheek, then looked up at Elsie 
and smiled. "Actually, we wanted to talk to you about that." 
 
"I'm listening." 
 
He moved over to the older woman, took hold of her hand, placed his other hand 
on top of it. "Look Elsie, I know you don't like it when people beat around the bush 
so I'm just going to get to the point. Scully and I would like to continue to stay 
here at the inn." 
 
She raised her eyebrow and tilted her head, waiting for him to tell her more. 
"And?" 
 
"We'd like to stay here indefinitely. It could be two weeks, two months, two years, 
or longer. We really don't know, but we do know it's where we both want to be 
right now...that is, if you'll have us." He let go of her hand then, took a step back 
so he was standing next to Scully again. "So, how do you feel about that?"  
 
"We appreciate everything you've done for us, and we'd be glad to pay you for 
room and board in advance if that'll help," offered Scully. 
 
"That's nonsense, Sarah. You stay here as long as you need to and pay me just 
like any other guests would...but only if you help me with my crossword puzzles 
when I need it," said Elsie, a gentle smile crossing her face as she glanced down at 
William. "And you let me hold this little guy every once in a while." 
 
"I can do that." 
 



"Then it's all settled. You'll stay here for however long you're meant to, and I don't 
want to hear another word about it," she said firmly. 
 
Mulder nodded his head in agreement. "Yes, ma'am...and thank you."  
 
"Jo dear, would you go in the kitchen and see if we have any of that lemonade 
left in the fridge?" she asked, quickly changing the subject as she moved over to 
the couch, then picked up the folded newspaper from the coffee table. "I'd like to 
have some while I do today's puzzle. Sarah, would you like to join me?" 
 
"I'd love to," replied Scully, sitting down beside the kind-hearted woman and 
carefully adjusting William in her arms so she wouldn't wake him. 
 
"And would you see if we have any of those butter crackers I like so much in the 
pantry? asked Elsie, picking up her pen from the table. "Well, don't just stand 
there, Bob. Help her out," she added, shooing them towards the kitchen with her 
hand. 
 
"I'll get right on it," he replied, both amused by her feistiness and grateful for her 
generosity. "Looks like we've been relegated to kitchen duty, Jo," he remarked, 
lightly placing his hand on her lower back as he guided her through the door. 
 
His sweet gesture touched her, but the fact that they trusted her and Elsie 
enough to want to stay here indefinitely meant even more, and though she 
wanted to tell him how just how much it meant to her to have them and their 
baby here, she knew she couldn't tell him all that she was really feeling, and so she 
simply said what was in her heart. 
 
"I'm glad you're staying, Bob." 
 
"Me too." He smiled then, walked over to the refrigerator. Pulling out the pitcher 
of lemonade from the bottom shelf and looking at its contents, he said, "Ahh, 



we're in luck.  Looks like there's enough here for four. You want to get some 
glasses for all of us?" 
 
Jo smiled back. "I'd love to." 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
13: According to Jim and Charlotte 
 
 
 
Charlotte Pollock had been a loyal employee at the Pic-and-Save Supermarket for 
the past four years. 
 
She'd been the resident busybody in Clyde from the first day she moved into 
town. 
 
If someone in town was having an affair, she knew about it. If someone recently 
found out they were pregnant, she was the first to go over to their house and 
congratulate them. If someone lost their job, got a new dog, or bought a new car, 
she was more than happy to spread the word. 
 
Consequently, if anyone new came to town, she was one of the first people to 
find out as much as she could about them. 
 
A couple weeks ago when Bob had first come into the Pic-and-Save, she 
immediately questioned Jo about him, but wasn't able to find out what she 
wanted to know other than the fact that he was staying at the Come On Inn. 
 
Talking it over with her husband Jim, she quickly found out that he was visiting 
from the east coast and that he'd probably be staying in town for a while. Curious 
as to why such a handsome young man would want to spend time in a small town 



like Clyde, she later found out that he was a writer and that he liked to go 
running every morning just like Jim. 
 
Since that time, he'd been into the store several times, usually buying various 
odds and ends and always buying at least one bag of sunflower seeds. Although he 
and Jim had become friends during their early morning runs, she hadn't found him 
as easy to talk to as her husband. 
 
It wasn't that he was unfriendly or rude towards her. It's just that he was 
guarded about who he was and why he was in town. Whenever she'd try to talk 
to him about his writing, he'd try to change the subject, and whenever she asked 
him about where he was from, he'd talk about what a nice town Clyde was and 
how much he enjoyed staying at the inn. 
 
Of course, the real kicker was when Jim came home from the gas station two 
days ago and told her that he'd met Bob's wife and seen their new baby William. 
 
She'd never imagined that Bob was married, let alone the father of a brand new 
baby, especially since he'd been living in Clyde for a couple of weeks without either 
one of them here. 
 
But why? 
 
Why had he kept his family a secret and come to town alone instead of bringing 
them with him? 
 
So far, she hadn't been able to figure that out, but she would. 
 
And Jim was just the person to help her. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Jim Pollock had a routine. 



 
Get up at 5:00. Eat a bowl of cereal for breakfast. Get out to the park by 5:30, 
and run around the trail two times. 
 
Then he'd come home, shower, and drink one cup of coffee and one cup of 
orange juice before heading off to the gas station and opening up at 7:00. 
 
And now he'd added something else to his routine...running with Bob. 
 
When Bob had first pulled into his gas station a couple weeks ago, he didn't really 
think much of it, but then he'd run into him again while out on one of his morning 
runs, and the two had quickly become friends despite the fact that Bob usually 
left him in the dust once they hit the last part of the trail. 
 
It wasn't like they were best buddies who shared their personal feelings about 
things or stories about their wives, although he did occasionally talk about 
Charlotte.  
 
It was just that Bob was a good listener. 
 
In the time that they'd been running the trail, he'd listened to his complaints 
about the constantly changing price of gas, his problem with controlling the weeds 
in his garden, and his frustrations with the Boston Red Sox having yet another 
lousy season. 
 
Of course, Bob had his own opinion of the Sox as well as the Yankees, and the 
two of them often debated the batting averages of their favorite players while 
running the trail. 
 
It was a nice friendship, an uncomplicated one, and different from the 
relationships he had with his other friends, and although he'd only known Bob a 
short time he felt like he was a pretty up-front guy. 
 



That is, until he found out he was married and had a family. 
 
~~~~ 
 
The first time she saw Sarah was when she came into the supermarket with Bob 
yesterday afternoon. 
 
It was strange to see him walking around the store with a woman, especially 
since he'd come in by himself several times before. 
 
It was even stranger to see him pushing a cart. 
 
Every other time he'd been in he'd carried his purchases in his arms or in a small 
basket, but this time, he was actually pushing a cart, and it was filled almost to 
the top with items, among them a large box of diapers. 
 
But perhaps the most unusual thing about his trip to the Pic-and-Save this time 
was that he actually seemed to be enjoying it. 
 
All the other times he came in to the store, he was pretty much of the 'just let 
me get my stuff and get out of here as soon as possible' attitude, but this time 
he was in no hurry, and his attention definitely wasn't just on the groceries he 
needed to buy. 
 
In fact, he couldn't seem to take his eyes off her. 
 
Sarah was shorter than she'd pictured and had red hair, and though she seemed 
to carry herself with a great deal of confidence, there was an underlying 
wariness in her actions. 
 
Of course, that was understandable, given the fact that she had a new baby and 
was staying in a place she wasn't really familiar with. 
 



Still, her reserved behavior was in direct contrast to the way Bob was 
conducting himself, and she couldn't help wondering if that was how it had always 
been between them. 
 
"Hey Charlotte, how's the produce look today?" asked Bob, interrupting her 
observations.  
 
"Oh hi, Bob," she replied, straightening up the tomato display and pretending that 
she just hadn't been spying on the two of them. She looked down at their shopping 
cart. "Looks like you're buying out the whole store today. Are you doing Elsie's 
shopping now too?" she asked, awkwardly glancing over at Sarah. 
 
"No, this is all ours. We've just got a few more things to get, and then we'll be 
headed back to the inn." 
 
Standing up a little straighter and quickly slipping back into  
*I-already-know-all-about-you-mode*, she looked his companion right in the eye 
and said, "So you must be Sarah, Bob's wife. My husband Jim, he runs the gas 
station down the street, and he told me you came into town the other day." She 
held out her hand. "By the way, I'm Charlotte, and if there's anything you need, 
anything you want to know about this town, just ask, and I'll be glad to help." 
 
"Well, thank you. I'll be sure to remember that," said Sarah, shaking her hand 
politely, then turning away from her and towards Bob. "We should probably be 
checking out soon. William's going to be hungry when he wakes up from his nap, 
and I need to be there to feed him." 
 
"And I need to be there to watch," he teased, playfully bumping her shoulder. 
 
"Bob..." she protested, gently nudging him back. 
 
"Oh yeah, and I should probably do a diaper clean-up afterwards," he grinned. 
 



Sarah smiled. "Yes, you probably should." 
 
"So, how old is your baby?" asked Charlotte, trying to insinuate herself back into 
the conversation. 
 
"About three weeks," answered Sarah, though her attention was still focused on 
Bob. "He seems to be hungry all the time, like his mom." She smiled, picked up one 
of the tomatoes from the display, and turned it over in her hand. "These 
tomatoes look great." 
 
"Thanks. They were brought in fresh this morning...from Joe Tucker's farm." She 
pointed over to the display to her right. "He also brought in those watermelons 
over there if you're interested." 
 
Sarah quickly scooped up four tomatoes and put them in a bag while Bob grabbed 
a smaller sized watermelon and plopped it into their cart. "Thank you, Charlotte. It 
was nice meeting you," said Sarah. "I'm sure Bob and I will be seeing you again 
soon," she added as she started to push their cart towards the checkout area. 
 
She tilted her head. "You will?"  
 
"Sarah and I have decided to stay in Clyde...indefinitely," replied Bob, smiling at his 
wife. "We've already spoken to Elsie about it, and she's going to let us stay at the 
inn for as long as we need to." 
 
"Jim didn't say anything to me about this," she remarked, irritated that she'd been 
left out of the loop on this very interesting piece of news. 
 
"That's because he doesn't know. Nobody does. You're the first person we've told, 
and we'd appreciate it if you kept it kind of quiet...at least for a little while...until 
we've gotten settled in a bit," requested Bob. 
 



"Sure, I understand," she said, immediately wondering if there was a way she could 
leave earlier so she could go right over to the gas station and tell Jim the news.  
 
"Well, we really do need to get going," stated Bob, resting his hand on the edge of 
the cart. "Thanks again, Charlotte, and could you tell Jim that I'll be out running 
tomorrow morning?" 
 
"I'd be glad to...and welcome to Clyde, Sarah," she said, filling in the vacant spots on 
the tomato display with four new tomatoes. "I think you're going to like it here."  
 
And she was definitely going to like having someone new in town to gossip about. 
 
Smiling as she finished straightening up the rest of the displays in the produce 
area, she looked down at her watch. 
 
Only two more hours to go, and she could get out of there. 
 
~~~~ 
 
When Sarah first pulled into his gas station a couple days ago, he assumed that 
she was just passing through town, but then she'd told him that she was Bob's 
wife and that the little guy in the back seat of the car was his son. 
 
Although she was friendly and their baby was adorable, he couldn't help feeling a 
little hurt that Bob hadn't told him he was married and that he had a son. 
 
He also immediately began to wonder *why* Bob hadn't mentioned anything about 
it to him, especially since it was so clearly obvious that his wife adored him. 
 
Did they have one of those open marriages that he'd read about in a magazine 
once, or did he come to Clyde simply to get away so that he could work on his 
book? 
 



Whatever the reason, he'd definitely have to ask Bob about it the next time they 
went running. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Charlotte stuffed her work vest and nametag into her locker, grabbed her purse, 
and hurried out the back door of the store. 
 
If she could get to the gas station by 3:00, Jim would probably still be taking his 
afternoon break, and she could have his undivided attention when she broke the 
news. 
 
Was she making too big of a deal of two strangers with a baby suddenly deciding 
to live in Clyde? 
 
Absolutely. 
 
But would that stop her from telling not only her husband about it, but all her 
friends as well? 
 
Of course not. 
 
She prided herself on letting everyone know everything about everyone else in 
this town, and this situation was no different. 
 
Now all she had to do was talk Jim into finding out some more information for 
her. 
 
~~~~ 
 
"Ready for your run?" asked Charlotte, pouring herself a cup of coffee and 
sitting down at the table beside him. 
 



"Just about," replied Jim, bending down to tie the shoelace on his left shoe. 
 
"So, are you going to ask Bob about his wife and kid today, find out why they 
didn't come with him to Clyde until now and exactly how long they plan on staying 
here?" 
 
"It's not really any of our business, Charlotte," he answered, even though he was 
just as curious about it as she was. 
 
"Well, now that I've had a day to think about it, I don't like it, Jim. Here he 
pretends to be your friend for the past two weeks, and then he doesn't even tell 
you that he's married or that he's actually going to be living here now." 
 
"So what's your point?" 
 
"My point is that for two weeks, he's barely talked to me at the store, and then 
today he brings his wife in and tells me, not *you*, that they're going to stay here 
indefinitely. It just doesn't make any sense, you know?" She took a long drink of 
her coffee, then added, "Who knows what else he's hiding from you, from us?" 
 
"Who says he's hiding anything? Some people just don't like to talk about their 
personal lives, and apparently Bob's one of them. It doesn't mean that he isn't a 
good person or that he's doing something sneaky or dishonest. He probably has a 
very good reason for wanting to keep the whole thing quiet for a while." 
 
"Oh, and what would that be?" 
 
"I don't know, but I do know what my gut tells me and that is that he's a stand-up 
guy who's just trying to do what's best for his family." Not wanting to discuss  it 
with her anymore, he stood up from his chair and moved towards her. "So are you 
going to give me a goodbye kiss or what?" he asked, smiling as he rubbed his dark 
scruffy chin against her cheek. 
 



"Jim, stop," she giggled, weakly trying to push him away. "You know I don't like it 
when you're scratchy like that." 
 
"You know you love it, Charlotte," he said, brushing his cheek against her again, 
then pressing a quick kiss to her lips before walking over to the door. "And you 
love me," he grinned as he pushed on the handle, then headed down the back 
porch steps. 
 
She smiled at the now closed back door. "Yes, I do," she replied, taking a sip of her 
coffee. 
 
~~~~ 
 
"So Bob, Charlotte tells me that you and your wife are going to be staying here 
with us for a while," remarked Jim, holding onto the bench and leaning forward so 
he could stretch his calf muscles. 
 
"That's right," he replied, stretching his left arm behind his back, then his right one. 
 
"For how long?" 
 
"For as long as Elsie will let us stay at the inn, I suppose. I'm not really sure yet." 
 
"You don't have to get back home to the east coast, to your job?" he asked as he 
twisted his waist, swinging his arms back and forth to loosen up his back. 
 
"Actually, things are pretty flexible for me right now." 
 
"Must be nice," said Jim, wondering just what kind of boss would let someone go 
on vacation without finding out exactly how long they'd be gone. "Your boss must 
be nice too, letting you stay here as long as you want."  
 



"Yeah, I guess so," he answered, unfortunately not offering anything extra in his 
response. 
 
"So Bob, you never did tell me what kind of writing you do. Is it something I might 
be interested in?" he asked, trying a different approach. 
 
He thought for a moment, then answered, "Do you like mysteries, Jim?" 
 
"They're okay, but my favorite kinds of books are the procedural ones, you know, 
the kind of stories when the author explains all the ins and outs of detective 
work and tells the reader how they use the evidence to solve whatever crime 
has been committed." 
 
"You mean the forensics." 
 
"Yeah, the forensics. I like that kind of stuff. Is that what you write about?" 
 
"Actually, Sarah knows more about that than I do." 
 
"Oh, is she a writer too?" he asked, pleased that he was finding out more than he 
thought he would. 
 
Bob looked towards the direction of the inn, then down at the ground before 
answering. "She collaborates with me from time to time." 
 
"I don't think I could ever work with Charlotte like that. I mean, I love her to 
pieces and all, but working together... there's no way. We'd end up killing each 
other," he chuckled. 
 
Bob nodded his head, bent down to check the knots on his shoelaces, then stood 
up straight again. "You ready to go?" 
 



"Yeah, but there's something I gotta ask you before we start running, something 
that's kinda been bugging me ever since your wife pulled into my station the 
other day." 
 
Bob stood up taller, crossed his arms. "Oh, what's that?" 
 
"With a wife as pretty as yours and a brand new baby to take care of, why didn't 
you bring them with you when you first came here?" 
 
"It wasn't safe before," he replied matter-of-factly. 
 
"It wasn't safe? What do you mean? Clyde's one of the safest towns in North 
Carolina." 
 
Bob uncrossed his arms, rubbed the back of his neck, then answered, "It is nice 
here, but Sarah had some unexpected complications when William was born. She 
wasn't able to travel and neither was he...it would've put too much stress on both 
of them to come sooner than they did." 
 
"I understand." 
 
And he did understand, having gone through his own set of complications when 
Charlotte gave birth to their daughter Janie. 
 
"So are we going to run today or what?" asked Bob, quickly changing the subject 
and patting him on the back before suddenly taking off down the trail. 
 
Satisfied with his answer for now, but taking note of the fact that Bob seemed 
unusually tense when he was talking, Jim trotted off after him. 
 
Yeah, there was definitely something that his new friend wasn't telling him all 
right. He was certain of it. 
 



But what? 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
14: First Thanksgiving 
 
 
"Okay, ladies. This is it," said Elsie, turning off the timer and picking up the oven 
mitts from the counter. "It's been exactly four hours since we put that bird in so I 
know it's done." 
 
"Here, let me help you with that," said Scully, taking the mitts from her before 
she could put them on her hands. "You can stir the corn, and I'll get the turkey." 
 
There was a time when she wouldn't have allowed anyone into her kitchen on 
Thanksgiving let alone let them take charge of the turkey, but now she was 
grateful for the extra help.  
 
"Thank you, Sarah," she replied. Elsie moved over to the stove, stirred the corn in 
the pot and checked the heat. "You're such a help. And you too, Jo. I don't know 
what I'd do without the two of you." 
 
Jo laughed. "Elsie, I think you'd do just fine without us, but I'm glad you don't have 
to." 
 
"Me too, dear," she replied, patting her friend's arm. "Steady now, Sarah. That's a 
big bird," she remarked as she watched Scully pull the large turkey out of the 
oven, then slowly lower the roasting pan onto the counter. 
 
"Something smells good in here," remarked Mulder as he came up behind Scully, 
wrapping his right arm around her waist and balancing William in his other one. 
"And it ain't the turkey," he  



added as he bent down and nuzzled her cheek. 
 
"Now stop that, Bob. Can't you see we're trying to work in here?" she said, gently 
swatting his arm with a dish towel. 
 
"I see that, Elsie, and I thought the little guy here should see it too. It is his first 
Thanksgiving after all." He kissed his son's round head and smiled at Scully, who 
smiled back. 
 
Making sure the turkey pan was securely placed on the counter, Scully took off 
the oven mitts and reached for her baby. "So, what do you think, little one? 
Doesn't that turkey smell delicious?" She caressed his cheek, then stepped over 
by the counter and inhaled the heavenly aroma. "You know, next year you'll be 
able to eat all of this, won't you?" 
 
Watching Bob as he watched his wife talk to their son, Elsie couldn't help but feel 
warm inside. It had been almost four months since they'd decided to stay at the 
Come On Inn, and although she had felt hesitant about their arrangement at 
first, now she couldn't imagine what it would be like without them around. 
 
When Bob first came to the inn, he was a lost soul, but now it seemed like he 
belonged here. Sarah also seemed to feel quite comfortable here now too, 
although it had taken her longer  
to get adjusted to her new home. 
 
As for their baby, he was nothing but pure joy. 
 
When Bob and Sarah needed to go out somewhere alone, she was William's 
surrogate grandma, sitting in her rocking chair with him and talking about her 
dear sweet Allan, about what a wonderful man he was and about how much she 
loved him. 
 



"Your mom and dad love you too, young man. I can see it in their eyes," she'd say 
every time she held him. "And they'll always protect you no matter what, and so 
will I." 
 
And she had protected them for four months now. 
 
Despite her reservations and despite how exhausting it had been that first 
month, she'd kept them in her home and gotten to know them better, and in 
doing so, they'd become a part of her family just like Jo. 
 
"You okay, Elsie?" asked Mulder, interrupting her reverie as he gently touched her 
arm. "Do you need to sit down?" 
 
"I told you that you didn't have to be out here, that Sarah and I would take care 
of dinner. You're doing too much, Elsie," Jo chimed in, taking hold of the elderly 
woman's other arm. "Come sit down." 
 
"For goodness sake, stop fussing over me you two," she grumbled as she moved 
towards the counter, then held onto the edge. "Can't a woman just take a 
moment to reflect on this wonderful day?" 
 
"Of course you can," replied Scully. "It is a wonderful day, isn't it?" She looked at 
William, then Mulder and smiled. "And we're  thankful that we have such good 
friends to share it with." 
 
"She's right, Elsie...Jo. You've both done so much for us these past few months, I 
don't think we can ever thank you enough," remarked Mulder, bending down to 
kiss Jo on the cheek first, then Elsie. 
 
Elsie patted Bob's arm. "Now that'll be enough of that, Bob. You've already 
thanked me plenty of times, and I don't want to hear another word about it." 
Picking up the basket of rolls from the counter, she added, "I say we get the rest 



of the food on the table and show that young man of yours what a real 
Thanksgiving dinner looks like. Right, Jo?" 
 
"I couldn't agree more," replied Jo, taking her friend's cue and grabbing the butter 
and a bowl of corn, then heading towards the dining room. "Let's eat." 
 
~~~~ 
 
Jo couldn't help but smile as she watched Bob pretend to struggle carving the 
turkey.  
 
He was putting on a show for his son, making grunting noises, silly faces, and 
acting as if cutting a slice of meat was the most difficult thing to do in the 
world.  
 
And William was loving every single bit of it, gurgling and giggling at his dad, his 
arms flapping with excitement after each new attempt at cutting a slice. 
 
"Some of us might like to eat sometime today, Bob," said Sarah, a smile crossing 
her face as she arched her eyebrow and reached for a roll. 
 
"I'm gettin' there," he replied, looking down at William, who was mesmerized by the 
man in front of him. "So what do you think, buddy? Have you seen enough of your 
old man in action for today?" 
 
His arms outstretched now, drool dribbling down his chin, William reached for Bob, 
and he quickly obliged, setting down the carving knife and taking him from his 
mom.  
 
"I'll take that as a yes," he said, giving the boy a kiss before sitting down. "You 
know, one day you'll be at the head of the table doing the same thing for your 
little boy, and I want to make sure you know what you're doing when you do," he 
added, giving him another kiss on top of the head. 



 
It was fascinating to Jo, watching Bob with William, not just now, but ever since 
he first came to Clyde. 
 
She liked how he talked to his son all the time. How he explained things to him and 
how he wasn't afraid to act both goofy and sensitive with him no matter who 
else was around.  
  
It was exactly how she'd imagined it would be for herself one day. 
 
Being with a man who loved her and loved their child more than anything in the 
world. 
 
It was all she ever wanted, and when she'd first found out she was pregnant, she 
had hoped it'd be that way with Ben. 
 
But then her world had come crashing down, taking her right along with it, and 
now she had nothing. 
 
Yes, she'd been able to pick herself back up again, find a home in Clyde and a true 
friend in Elsie, but she wanted more. 
 
She wanted someone to love her for who she was and not what she wasn't. She 
wanted passion and gentleness, laughter and tears, and everything else that 
came with being madly in love with someone. 
 
In truth, she wanted what Bob and Sarah had, but when would it happen for her?  
 
When would she find someone to look at her the way he looked at Sarah? 
 
It had been almost a year since she'd left Ben behind, since she'd started her new 
life, but there had been no one in Clyde that had asked her out or even shown 
her a sliver of interest. 



 
Still, she had to believe there was a man out there for her, and even more 
importantly, she had to believe that she was worthy of his love, especially after all 
she'd gone through with 
Ben. 
 
And though she'd been perfectly content with the life she had for nearly a year 
now, seeing the way Bob and Sarah were with each other for the past few 
months made her heart ache with longing. 
 
"Here you go," said Scully, holding out the bowl of mashed potatoes. 
 
Still lost in her thoughts, Jo sat at the table, her head down, her fork fiddling with 
the corn on her plate. 
 
"Hey Jo," whispered Scully, gently nudging her friend's arm as she attempted to 
pass her the bowl again. "You okay?" 
 
Snapping herself out of her daze, Jo set her fork down and looked around. 
Across the table, Bob and Elsie were busily entertaining William, and seated next 
to her was Sarah, a concerned look on her face. 
 
"I'm fine," she replied quietly. "Just tired," she added, taking the potatoes from 
Scully, putting some on her plate, then setting the bowl back down on the table. 
 
"Are you sure?" 
 
Taking a bite of corn, she managed a small smile, and quietly replied, "I'm fine." 
 
~~~~ 
 
"I think something's going on with Jo." 
 



"What are you talking about?" asked Mulder, stopping on the trail and turning 
towards her. "She seemed okay at dinner." 
 
"She wasn't okay," said Scully. "Didn't you notice how she hardly ate anything?" 
 
"No, I'm sorry. I guess I was too busy with William." 
 
"And with shoveling down the pumpkin pie," she laughed, nudging him with her arm. 
 
"I do like a good slice of pie," he remarked, pulling her into his arms. "And your pie's 
the best, Scully." 
 
He kissed her on the forehead. "*You're* the best," he added, leaning in for 
another kiss, a long deep kiss tasting of turkey and a hint of pumpkin pie. 
 
There was a time when she wouldn't have even considered holding Mulder's hand 
out in public, let alone kiss him, but living in Clyde for the past four months had 
changed her and the way she did things. 
 
And if he was going to kiss her out in the woods like this, she sure as hell was 
going to reciprocate. 
 
"Mmmm...almost as good as the pie," he mumbled, threading his fingers through her 
hair, then kissing her again. 
 
"Almost as good?" she asked, sliding her hands underneath his jacket and pressing 
them against his lower back, drawing him even closer. It was the first chance 
they'd had to be alone together all day, and she wanted to savor every moment 
of it. 
 
He grinned. "Okay, better than the pie," he agreed, his body wonderfully warm 
against hers as a gust of wind stirred up the fallen leaves around them. "Much 
better." 



 
She let go of him then, took hold of his hand and looked up at him. "Thanks for 
bringing me out here. I needed a good long walk after all I ate today." 
 
"Well, you did pound down a lot of turkey," he remarked, squeezing her hand. "So, 
are you ready to head back to the inn then?" 
 
She looked down at her watch, and as much as she wanted to spend some more 
time alone with him, she knew that they probably needed to start walking back.  
 
"I guess we should go. William will be up from his nap soon, and I don't want Jo to 
have to do any more work then she has to." 
 
They turned and started walking back down the trail. "That's right. You were 
saying something before about that. You think something's going on with her? 
What do you think it is?" 
 
"I'm not sure exactly. I just know she wasn't herself at dinner today, and it 
bothered me." 
 
"Well, a lot of people do tend to get depressed around the holidays." 
 
"I don't think it's that. I think it's something else." 
 
"Maybe you could talk to her about it later," he suggested. 
 
"I don't think she'll tell me anything." Still holding onto his hand, she stopped walking 
and turned towards him. "She told me that she was fine...twice." 
 
He smiled. "Ah, that 'ol line. One of your personal favorites, isn't it?" he teased. 
 
"Mulder," she said, gently punching him on the arm.  
 



"Well, it is, isn't it?" 
 
"Yes," she conceded. "And we both know what it really means." 
 
He cupped his hand around her cheek. "I'm sure that whatever it is, she'll work 
through it, and if she asks us for help, then we'll help her, but until then, we 
probably shouldn't ask her about it." 
 
"You're probably right," she said, resting her head against his chest. "I won't say 
anything to her." 
 
"You're a good person, Sculy," he said, brushing his palm over her hair. "She's lucky 
to have you as a friend." 
 
"And I'm lucky to have you," she stated as she reached up to touch his face and 
skitter her fingers across his lips, then down along his chin. "Very lucky...and 
thankful." 
 
"Happy Thanksgiving, Scully," he said softly, his eyes smiling. 
 
"Happy Thanksgiving, Mulder," she said, taking hold of his hand again. "Let's go 
home." 
 
"You're the boss," he said, giving her hand a quick squeeze as they started to 
walk. 
 
Playfully nudging his hip, she smiled and replied, "Yes, I am." 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
15: Falling 
 



 
 
Sam Bailey turned on the lights in his store and closed the door behind him, 
illuminating all the books inside. 
 
Although he'd already been open for a little more than week, it still felt incredible. 
 
This was really his store with his books and his customers, and although business 
wasn't quite as brisk as he'd like it to be, he was happy. 
 
When he first decided to move to Clyde and open up the place, he knew it would 
be a challenge to make things profitable, but that wasn't as important to him as 
simply doing something he loved. 
 
He had always been an avid reader and was especially fond of mysteries, and 
when the space in this building became available, he knew he had to have it. 
 
Using some of the money he inherited from his grandmother who'd passed away 
last year, he bought it and opened up The Book Mark. In his store, he stocked a 
combination of both used and new books, a small assortment of magazines, and a 
variety of bookmarks. 
 
Since he'd only been open for a short time, he hadn't had that many customers, 
but with Christmas coming up, he was hoping that more people would stop in and 
check out the place. 
 
As part of his plan to attract more customers, not only was he offering special 
discounts on both used and new books, but he had also put up what he considered 
to be the best holiday window display on the block. 
 
Using a variety of hardcover and paperback books, he was able to fan out the 
pages and stack them in the shape of a Christmas tree. Some lights and a few 
ornaments carefully placed among the pages of the book really added to the 



festive display, and although he hadn't gotten that many more customers since 
putting it up two days ago, he'd been pleased that so many people had stopped in 
front of his window to admire it. 
 
Turning on the tree's lights for the day, he looked out the window at the snow 
now lightly falling on the sidewalk and couldn't help but smile at his good fortune. 
 
~~~~ 
 
"Hey, did you ask Jo to pick up some diapers while she was at the store?" asked 
Mulder, calling out from the bathroom. "There aren't many left in the package." 
 
"Damn it. No, I forgot," she replied, scooping William up from the bed. She walked to 
the door of the bathroom and stepped inside. 
 
"Hey, watch that language, young lady," he teased as he wiped his hands on the 
towel. He kissed the top of William's head. "We don't want to give our son any 
ideas." 
 
She nuzzled William's cheek. "Sorry, little one. You never heard Mommy say that 
word, okay?" 
 
"Yeah, but I did and while I can appreciate the things that come out of that sexy 
mouth of yours..." he said, brushing his fingers over her lips. "We need to start 
being more careful about what we say around the little guy." 
 
"You're right," she agreed, standing up on her tiptoes to give him a kiss. It was 
meant to be a simple kiss, but quickly escalated into something more, their 
tongues teasing, tasting, his fingers threading through her hair. 
 
"I love it when you tell me I'm right," he contentedly groaned, pressing his hand 
against her lower back so he could pull her closer. 
 



"Waaaa..." William suddenly cried out, his little body getting squished in the middle of 
their sensual haze. 
 
"Shit," said Mulder, quickly releasing Scully and taking a step back.  
 
"Now who needs to watch their language?" she asked, her eyes smiling as she 
looked up at him, then down at the agitated baby in her arms. "It's okay, little 
one," she said reassuringly. "Just calm down. Everything's okay." 
 
"Yeah, it's okay, buddy. Daddy just got carried away a little," he said, stroking his 
son's cheek. "Then again, that's pretty easy to do when it comes to your mom." 
 
She smiled. "Is it?" 
 
"Well, you are pretty hot." 
 
"Hot enough that you'll do a favor for me?" 
 
"You want me to go get some diapers." 
 
"Would you please?" 
 
He kissed the top of her head, then William's. "Sure, maybe I can catch up with Jo 
at the store." 
 
"My hero," she remarked, readjusting William in her arms as she carried him out of 
the bathroom. "It started snowing a little while ago. Button up," she added, picking 
up his jacket from the chair and handing it to him. 
 
He put the jacket on and raised the collar around his neck. "Will do. Need anything 
else from the store?" 
 
"Not that I can think of. I'll call you if I do though."  



 
Bending down, he kissed his son again and then he kissed her. "I do get carried 
away when it comes to you, Scully," he whispered, his warm breath tickling her 
cheek. "And maybe later, I can show you just how carried away I can get." 
 
Her eyes shining, her cheeks tinged with pink, she looked up at him and whispered 
back, "I'm counting on it." 
 
~~~~ 
 
Jo hurried down the street, pulling her jacket collar up around her neck as she 
juggled the grocery bags in her other hand. 
 
In the short time she was at the Pic-and-Save, it had gotten much colder, and it 
was now snowing. She hadn't prepared for it, wearing a lighter coat and no 
gloves, and now she was  
paying the price. 
 
"Oh brother," she muttered to herself, worrying more about adjusting her coat 
than watching where she was walking. 
 
The next thing she knew, her foot slipped out from under her, and she was falling 
backwards, her grocery bags flying out of her hands in the process. Catching 
most of her weight with her left hand, she tumbled onto the snow-covered 
sidewalk, landing in an awkward heap. 
 
Moments later, she heard a voice ask, "Are you okay? Are you hurt? Can you 
move?" 
 
Still dazed from her fall, she blinked her eyes and tried to focus on the man now 
crouched down beside her. Although she knew many people in Clyde, she didn't 
recognize him, and by the way he was looking at her, it seemed as though he 
didn't seem to recognize her either. 



 
He did, however, have the bluest eyes she'd ever seen. 
 
"Are you okay?" he asked again. "Can you get up?" 
 
"I think so," she replied as she used her elbow and forearm to lift herself up into a 
sitting position.  
 
"Take it easy. You don't want to get up too fast. Just take your time, okay," he 
said calmly as he reached over and gathered her two grocery bags. "I hope you 
didn't have anything breakable in here," he remarked, though he didn't 
look inside. 
 
His voice was soothing, his demeanor calm, and though she was still a little 
stunned by what just happened, focusing on the man in front of her was helping 
her to regain her equilibrium. 
 
"I think I can get up now," she said, rubbing her forehead, then letting out a puff 
of air as she placed both hands on the ground to steady herself so she could 
stand up. "Ouch!" she yelped as a sharp pain stabbed at her left wrist. 
 
"Here, let me help you," the kind man offered, setting the bags back down again, 
then taking hold of her forearm. 
 
Helping her back onto her feet, he quickly put his arm around her for support. 
"We're going to walk over to my store, and then you're going to sit down inside 
for a bit so I know you're okay. Is that all right with you?" 
 
"Yes," she answered, still feeling a little unsteady as she took a step forward. 
 
Despite the fact that a stranger was now holding onto her, having his muscular 
arm protectively wrapped around her waist felt wonderful, and for the briefest 
of moments, she forgot that she had just fallen hard onto the concrete. 



 
"This is your bookstore?" she asked, managing to look up at the sign above the 
window and keep her balance on the slippery sidewalk at the same time. 
 
"Yes, it is," he proudly replied. "For almost two weeks now."  
 
"You've been open for two weeks already?" she asked, silently chastising herself 
for not noticing it before. 
 
He smiled. "Well, not quite two weeks, more like a week and a half. I opened my 
doors last Wednesday and got my first customer exactly a half hour later." 
 
His deep blue eyes lit up and his voice was filled with pride when he spoke, and 
though she felt as if she should say something, she wasn't quite sure what. 
 
She was just about to tell him congratulations when they were interrupted by 
Bob, who was now hurrying towards her from across the street. 
 
"Jo, what happened?" he asked, his eyes quickly scanning the scene as he set 
down the bundle of diapers he just bought, then touched her arm. "Are you okay?"  
 
"I wasn't paying attention, and I slipped and fell on the sidewalk," she answered. "I 
think I'm okay, but my wrist kind of hurts." 
 
"And who are you?" asked Bob, cautiously eyeing the man who had his arm now 
tightly wrapped around the waist of his friend. 
 
"I'm Sam, Sam Bailey. I own this bookstore, and I happened to be looking out the 
window when I saw your friend fall. I was trying to get her inside and make sure 
she's okay."  
 
"Good idea," said Bob. "You take her inside, and I'll get these bags."  
 



Picking up the two grocery sacks, he checked the contents inside, then picked up 
the package of diapers, and followed them into the bookstore. 
 
"Here you go," said Sam as he helped lower her into the nearest chair by the door. 
"Just take a moment to catch your breath, okay?" he added, gently squeezing 
her forearm before letting go. 
 
"Okay," she agreed, taking note of the small patch of freckles on the back of his 
hand and his long slim fingers. 
 
Jo looked up at Mulder and rubbed her wrist. "I can't believe I did that, Bob. I was 
so busy trying to keep warm that I wasn't paying attention to where I was 
walking." 
 
"I'm just glad you're okay," remarked Bob as he set the bags and diapers down. "I'd 
like Sarah to take a look at you back at the inn though if that's all right. She's 
the medical expert, not me." 
 
Her wrist now beginning to throb, she winced and nodded her head in agreement. 
 
Sam crouched down in front of her. "Are you sure you're all right? You took a 
hard fall." 
 
The kindness in his eyes and sincerity in his voice touched her, and for a moment, 
she let herself get lost in his gaze. 
 
"I'll be fine," she said quietly, not taking her eyes off his. "Thanks for helping me 
out, Mr. Bailey." 
 
He stood up. "Call me Sam." 
 
"Okay. Thank you, Sam," she said, reaching up to shake his hand. "I really 
appreciate it." 



 
Taking hold of her hand and being careful not to pull on her wrist, he smiled. 
"Anytime, Miss..." 
 
"Parker. Josephine Parker, but everyone calls me Jo," she said shyly. 
 
"Well, Jo. I'm glad I could be of service," he said warmly, still holding onto her hand. 
 
Mulder watched with fascination as the two of them talked. Although he was 
standing right next to Jo, it felt as if he wasn't even in the room. 
 
Smiling to himself, he really didn't want to interrupt them, but he knew that the 
longer Jo went without getting her wrist taken care of, the more it would swell 
up. 
 
Trying not to be too intrusive, he quietly cleared his throat. "Um, excuse me, but I 
should probably be getting Jo back to the inn. She really needs to get some ice on 
that wrist." 
 
"Of course," agreed Sam, finally letting go of her hand. 
 
Mulder picked up the package of diapers and grocery bags, then held out his hand. 
"Thanks a lot, Sam. I appreciate what you did." 
 
Firmly shaking Bob's hand, he looked over at Jo, who was now standing. "It was my 
pleasure. You take care of that wrist now Jo, okay?" 
 
"I will." 
 
"And when you're feeling better, maybe you'd like to stop by sometime, maybe 
take a look at some of my books and see if there's something you might like?" he 
asked hopefully. 
 



"Maybe I will," she said, glancing back at his beautiful blue eyes one last time 
before pushing the door open and stepping outside. 
 
Taking a deep breath, she tilted her head back and let the cold snowflakes hit her 
face. 
 
And she smiled. 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
16: Possibilities 
 
 
"Oh my goodness! What happened, Jo?" asked Elsie loudly, her eyes widening as she 
stood up from the rocking chair. 
 
"I'm okay, Elsie," she replied, gingerly walking over to the couch and sitting down, 
being careful not to put any weight on her wrist. 
 
"She had a little spill on the sidewalk," stated Bob as he set the groceries and 
diapers on the table, then headed to the freezer. "I'm going to get some ice." 
 
Elsie walked over to Jo, sat down beside her. "Tell me what happened, dear." 
 
Supporting her wrist with her right hand, she answered, "I was walking back to 
the car with the groceries, and I guess I misjudged how slippery the sidewalk was 
from the snow." 
 
"What's going on?" interrupted Sarah as she came down from upstairs. Before 
anyone could give her an answer, she immediately assessed the situation and sat 
down on the other side of Jo. "You're hurt," she stated, gently taking hold of Jo's 
arm and going into doctor mode. "Is it your arm or your wrist?"  



 
"My wrist." 
 
"It looks like you've got some swelling right here by the bone," she said, lightly 
pressing on the area. "But it doesn't appear to be broken." 
 
Just then, Bob came back in the room, carrying a towel and a small bag of ice. 
"Here you go, Jo," he said, crouching down in front of her and carefully placing it 
on top of her arm as he smiled at Scully. "So what do you think, doc? Will she live?" 
 
Scully moved the ice pack over and tentatively pressed on Jo's wrist and the 
areas around it. "I think it's just a sprain, but this ice will help with the swelling and 
some Advil will help with the pain. Do you have some in your medicine cabinet, 
Elsie?" 
 
"I think there's some in my bathroom. Would you go get it, Bob?" she replied, her 
voice shaky. "Are you sure she's okay, Sarah?" she asked, her face filled with 
concern as she softly touched Jo's arm. 
 
"I'm going to be fine, Elsie," replied Jo, patting the older woman's leg reassuringly 
with her other hand.  
 
"She's right. I'm sure she'll be fine," Sarah said calmly as she readjusted the bag of 
ice, then grabbed the small pillow next to her on the couch and placed it 
underneath Jo's arm for support. "Now will someone please tell me what 
happened?" 
 
Jo shook her head, embarrassed. "Well, when I slipped on the sidewalk and fell, I 
landed with all my weight on this wrist. That's pretty much it." 
 
"And?" Mulder chimed in, raising his eyebrows expectantly as he came back, a 
bottle of Advil and a cup of water in his hand. "Tell them what happened after 
that." 



 
She bit her lip, looked down at the floor nervously. 
 
"What is it, Josephine?" asked Elsie, the worry lines in her forehead deepening. 
 
"Someone saw what happened and was kind enough to help me up off the 
sidewalk afterwards," she said shyly. 
 
"I thought Bob was there," remarked Elsie. 
 
"Well, he was, but not until..." she paused, not sure what to say next. 
 
Bob smiled, then took over the story. "When I got there, another man was helping 
her up. He took her into his store to make sure she was okay." 
 
"What man?" asked Sarah suspiciously. 
 
Her cheeks now blushing, Jo replied, "His name's Sam Bailey. He owns the new 
bookstore that just opened up." 
 
"I didn't know there was a new bookstore downtown," said Elsie.  
 
"Neither did I. It's called The Book Mark, and he said he's only been open for about 
two weeks. He sells books, magazines, and all kinds of bookmarks," she said, 
pressing her hand to her warm cheek. "He seemed nice, don't you think so, Bob?" 
she added, hoping to turn the attention on someone else so they  
wouldn't ask her any more questions. 
 
"Yeah, he was great," he replied, setting the pill bottle and the water on the table. 
"After he made sure she was all right, he asked Jo to come by his store 
sometime and check it out, and I think she should," said Bob, smiling at her 
knowingly. 
 



"Well, I'm glad he was there to help you," remarked Elsie, patting her friend's arm 
again, then standing up. "And I'm glad that you're all right," she added as she 
turned towards Sarah. "Thank you for looking her over, dear." 
 
"I'm glad I could help," responded Sarah. "Would you like to stay down here or go up 
to your room?" she asked, opening the Advil bottle and shaking two pills into Jo's 
hand. 
 
"I think I'd like to go upstairs," replied Jo, popping the pain relievers into her mouth, 
then drinking the small glass of water. 
 
"Why don't you help her upstairs, Bob, and I'll put away the groceries," suggested 
Sarah. 
 
"No problem," he said, helping her up off the couch and linking his arm around hers. 
"Come on, Jo." 
 
"This really isn't necessary, Bob. I can walk upstairs by myself." 
 
"I know you can, but indulge me anyway," he said, leading her towards the stairs. "I 
don't want to get anyone in trouble by going against doctor's orders," he added, 
glancing back over his shoulder at Sarah. 
 
"Okay," she smiled. 
 
"You know, I meant what I said before. I think you should go back and see Sam at 
the store tomorrow." 
 
"He was nice, wasn't he?" she said, blushing again as she sat down and kicked her 
shoes off. 
 



"Yes, he was." Bob smiled. "Here, let me help you with this," he said, taking the ice 
pack from her. "Why don't you get situated while I grab a towel from the 
bathroom?" 
 
She adjusted the pillows on her bed, setting one pillow on her lap for her arm. 
 
"Now don't put this directly on your arm. You need to put the towel here as a 
buffer. Otherwise, it's too cold on your skin," he said as he laid the towel across 
her arm first, then positioned the ice bag on top of it. 
 
"Have you ever had a sprain? It sounds like you've done this before." 
 
Bob chuckled. "You have no idea." 
 
"What does that mean?" asked Jo, a puzzled expression on her face. 
 
"Nothing," he replied, wondering how she'd react if she really knew just how may 
injuries he'd had over the years. "Just get some rest, and either Sarah or I will 
probably come check on you later," he added as moved towards the door. 
 
"Thanks for everything, Bob," she said, leaning back against the headboard. 
 
"Anytime," he replied, closing the door behind him. 
 
~~~~ 
 
"Well, did you get Jo all situated in her room?" asked Scully, being careful not to 
talk too loudly as she glanced into the crib to check on their sleeping son. 
 
"Yes," he replied as he sat down on the bed. "I told her one of us might check in on 
her later." 
 



"So, what's going on here, Mulder? Why were you being so mysterious when you 
were talking about this Sam guy before?" she asked, sitting down beside him. "Is 
there something wrong with him? Jo seemed kind of nervous about the whole 
thing." 
 
"There's nothing wrong with him, Scully." He smiled. "She was nervous because she 
likes him." 
 
"And what makes you think that?" 
 
"Well, let's see...there was the way she couldn't take her eyes off him when he 
was talking, the way she held onto his hand just a little bit longer than necessary 
when they shook hands, and there was a definite little catch in her throat when 
she was thanking him," he answered with confidence. 
 
"You're pretty observant for a guy who no longer works for the FBI," she teased, 
patting him on the leg. 
 
"Yes, I am, and right now, I'd say that you're pretty impressed with my 
observational skills. Am I right?" he asked, putting his arm around her and kissing 
her cheek. 
 
"I'm impressed with a lot of the things you do, Mulder," she replied as she leaned 
into his embrace. "I always have been," she added, affectionately squeezing his 
thigh. 
 
Her compliment caught him off guard and for a moment, neither one of them 
said anything. 
 
"Thank you," he finally said, breaking the silence and kissing her again, this time on 
the temple.  
 



She squeezed his leg again, then sat up straighter. "You're welcome. So what did 
you really think of this Bailey guy, Mulder? Is he really okay?" 
 
"Yeah, I think so." 
 
She stood up, walked over to William's crib. "Well, I hope he is, for Jo's sake." 
 
"What does that mean?" asked Mulder, standing up and joining her by the crib. 
 
"I don't know. I just don't want her to get hurt." 
 
He laughed. "She just met the guy, Scully." 
 
"I know, but sometimes she seems so lonely to me, you know...and I don't want her 
to settle for someone just because she doesn't want to be alone." 
 
"I'm sure she'll be fine whatever she decides to do." He took hold of her hand, 
brought it to his lips, and kissed the back of it. "But if it'll make you feel better, I 
can go back to his bookstore tomorrow and check him out for you." 
 
"How about we both go?" she suggested. "We can see if he has any children's 
books," she added, adjusting the blanket over William. 
 
"Ahhh, spying *and* shopping, huh? Sounds like a good plan, Scully," he said, his lips 
curving into a smile. 
  
"I knew you'd like it," she replied, smiling back. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Jo readjusted the ice bag on her arm, then laid back down and stared up at the 
ceiling. 
 



Though her body felt achy and her wrist was throbbing, she couldn't help feeling 
hopeful about what had happened to her today. 
 
She met someone. 
 
Someone who was kind and sincere and had the bluest eyes she'd ever seen. 
 
Thoughts of Sam lifting her up off the sidewalk, then gently putting his arm 
around her as he helped her into his store kept swirling around in her head, 
teasing her and making her think about possibilities she hadn't let herself think 
about in a long time. 
 
It had been almost a year now since she fought her way out of hell and left Ben 
behind, and although she'd made a nice life for herself here in Clyde, she wanted 
more.  
 
She needed more. 
 
Spending these past few months with Bob and Sarah had shown her that real 
love was possible, and that was what she wanted too.  
 
Someone who would trust her completely, who would laugh and cry with her, 
support and encourage her, and love her for who she was. 
 
Could Sam possibly be the someone she was looking for? 
 
Sure, she knew it was silly to think of such things after just meeting him, but she 
couldn't help wondering when he'd looked into her eyes earlier today it if had 
meant something more to him too. 
 
Well, there was only one way for her to find out, and though the thought of it 
terrified her, she knew she had to go back to the bookstore and see if there 
really was a connection between them or if she'd just imagined it. 



 
But what if there wasn't?  
 
What if he was already involved with someone else or even worse, what if he just 
wasn't interested in her? 
 
No, she wasn't going to think like that. 
 
For the rest of the day, she'd just take it easy and try to put him out of her 
mind, then head over to his store first thing in the morning before she lost her 
nerve. 
 
Pleased with her plan, she closed her eyes and tried to make herself relax. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Sam straightened the books on the display and looked up at the clock. It would be 
time to close in another fifteen minutes, and though he doubted any more 
customers would come in this late, he knew he probably shouldn't close up early. 
 
Still, he was tempted, not because he was tired, but because his mind was 
preoccupied with other thoughts. Something happened to him today, and he 
wasn't quite sure how he felt about it. 
 
He met someone. 
 
Someone who was shy and sweet and had the most gorgeous green eyes he'd 
ever seen. 
 
When he first helped Jo up off the sidewalk after she fell in front of his store, he 
figured she'd simply thank him and be on her way, but something happened when 
he put his arm around her and helped her inside. 
 



He wasn't sure if it was the way she looked directly at him or the genuine 
sincerity in her voice when she spoke to him, but there was something about her 
that intrigued him, and when he'd asked her to come back to the store and 
check out his books, deep down he knew that what he was really asking her to do 
was to come back and see *him.* 
 
But was it even possible that she could be interested in him in that way? 
 
After all, she was with that guy Bob, and if he remembered correctly, Bob had 
said that they needed to get back to the inn. Since he'd only been in town a 
short time, he wasn't really familiar with any of the inns that were around here, 
but maybe he could ask around and find out which one Jo was staying at. 
 
Sure, he knew it was crazy to get his hopes up about someone he just met who 
probably wasn't even available anyway, but still, there was something about her 
that he just couldn't leave alone. 
 
Glancing up at the clock again, it was now just a few minutes until 8:00. Deciding 
to close up for the night, he went over to the door and locked it. As he walked 
towards the cash register, he noticed that there was a brown glove on the floor 
under one of the chairs in the sitting area. 
 
Picking it up and seeing that it was a woman's glove, he tried to recall which 
female customers out of the few that he had today had actually used the chairs, 
and that's when he knew exactly who it belonged to. 
 
It was hers, he was sure of it. 
 
It had most likely fallen out of her pocket when he helped her into the chair, and 
neither of them had noticed it there when she stood up to leave.  
 



Walking over to the register and putting it on the shelf below the counter, he 
wondered if she'd realized yet that her glove was missing and that she'd left it 
here. 
 
He hoped so. 
 
Feeling optimistic that Jo would come back tomorrow looking for it, he locked the 
cash register, turned out the lights, and anxiously headed for home. 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
17: In the Quiet of the Night 
 
 
The first thing he heard when he woke up were the cries of his son. 
 
He'd heard them many times before in the middle of the night, but it was Scully 
who usually got up to take care of William. Looking over at her peacefully sleeping 
beside him, he quickly got out of bed before she woke up. 
 
"Hey buddy, what's going on?" he asked, carefully picking up his boy and pressing 
him to his chest, then quickly realizing he was also picking up a very heavy diaper.  
 
"Did you gain an extra pound while you were sleeping?" he asked, lowering William 
down onto his changing pad and kissing his cheek before reaching for the supplies 
he needed. Unsnapping his pajamas and slowly removing the diaper, he made fast 
work of the rest of the job, wiping, re-diapering, and redressing in less than a 
minute.  
 
"I'd say it was more like two pounds, buddy," he laughed as he rolled up the used 
diaper and tossed it in the trash. "I guess someone really likes Mommy's milk, huh?" 
He picked up his son then, kissed him again, and headed downstairs to the kitchen.  



 
"Let's see if she left you a little something in the refrigerator." He opened the 
door and took out a bottle, popped the top off and held it out for his son who 
greedily started chugging it down. 
 
"Whoa, slow down there, pal. You're swallowing too much air." Proud of himself for 
remembering what Scully had told him about that, he gently took the bottle away 
from William, hoisted him over his shoulder and rubbed his back while walking out 
to the living area. He sat down in Elsie's rocking chair, patted the baby on the 
back a few times, and was rewarded with a burp. 
 
"That's my boy." He gave the bottle back to William and readjusted him in his arms. 
"Now let's hope this does the trick and knocks you out for the rest of the night." 
 
Quietly rocking in the chair, he studied his son as he contentedly drank his late 
night snack. He'd grown so much in the few months they'd been in Clyde. His hair, 
his feet, even the length of his fingers had changed since they'd been here. 
 
And his eyes. 
 
His eyes were as beautiful as his mother's. So clear and blue. So curious and alert. 
 
So trusting. 
 
Watching William drink his milk, his round eyes completely focused on his dad, he 
wondered what he did to deserve such trust from the small bundle in his arms.  
 
And he wondered if all dads felt the same overwhelming need to protect their 
children as he did. 
 
He would do anything for this little boy, anything. 
 
His eyes welling up with tears, he kissed his son's head, and held him even closer. 



 
~~~~ 
 
Elsie rolled over in bed and looked at the clock. It was a little after midnight, and 
she still couldn't fall asleep. 
 
She'd gone to bed just before 11:00, then read for a bit, but had tossed and 
turned for the last 45 minutes, too many thoughts swirling around in her head to 
make herself relax. 
 
Though the injury to Jo's wrist wasn't serious, seeing her in pain was difficult. She 
was her friend...no, she was more than that...she was her family now. 
 
And she was the one person she relied on more than anyone else. 
 
Sure, having Bob and Sarah here was comforting, and they'd both been helpful 
since they'd been here, but Jo had been with her for nearly a year now, and 
they'd become very close. 
 
What would she have done if Jo had been more seriously injured? What if she'd 
been knocked unconscious or broken her leg? 
 
And what if that gentleman hadn't been there to see her fall and then help her 
into his store? 
 
No, she couldn't think like that. She had to think positively.  
 
Sure, Jo's wrist would be sore for a couple days, but ultimately, it was just a 
sprain and she was going to be fine.  
 
And if there was something that needed to be done around the inn that she 
wasn't able to do, Bob or Sarah could help her with it. 
 



Finally settling herself down, Elsie closed her eyes and thought about what nice 
thing she could do for Jo tomorrow to make her feel better. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Sam stood by his bedroom window looking out at the stars. 
 
Although he couldn't see outside as clearly as he could from his old house, looking 
up into the night sky still calmed his thoughts. 
 
Since he'd moved to Clyde, he hadn't really had any restless nights, but after his 
encounter with Jo today, he couldn't seem to make himself relax. 
 
She was at his store such a short time, and yet he couldn't stop thinking about 
her and about what he saw in her eyes. 
 
Yes, they were a beautiful shade of green, but there was something else there, 
an underlying sadness and longing that made him want to know more about her, 
made him feel like he needed to take care of her and protect her. 
 
But was he ready to allow himself to make that kind of connection with someone 
again? 
 
He honestly wasn't sure, but maybe, just maybe, he was finally ready to try. 
 
Rubbing his hand over his hair, he looked out at the stars one last time, then 
went to bed. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Scully's eyes fluttered open as she rolled over in bed. Expecting to see Mulder 
asleep beside her, she immediately sat up when she realized he wasn't there and 
quickly glanced over at the clock. 



 
It was a little after 12:30, and though her brain wasn't quite awake yet, she 
knew he was probably either with William or downstairs reading because he 
couldn't relax enough to go to sleep. Dragging herself out of bed, she grabbed her 
robe and went to check on William first, but quickly saw that he wasn't  
in his bed. 
 
She was halfway down the stairs when she heard him. 
 
He was singing, not very loudly, and certainly not in tune, but there was no 
mistaking what song it was. 
 
"Joy to the world, all the boys and girls. Joy to the fishes in the deep blue sea, joy 
to you and me," he sang. 
 
Not wanting to disturb him, she quietly took a few more steps down the stairs so 
she could see him better. 
 
"You know, your mom sang that song to me a long, long time ago, and she was off 
key too," he chuckled, kissing his son's forehead. "But that didn't stop me from 
wanting to be with her." 
 
Scully's breath caught in her throat as she stood on the steps, watching the two 
men in her life. 
 
And William would be a man one day, hopefully, a man with as much passion and 
determination as his father. 
 
Torn between wanting to watch them longer and not wanting Mulder to know 
she saw them, she turned to go back upstairs, but took one last look first. 
 
Although Mulder's back was to her, she could see William put his chubby fingers on 
his dad's cheek, then awkwardly bat him on the chin. 



 
"Hey there, pal. You're supposed to be going back to sleep," admonished Mulder, 
gently pushing the baby's hand away from his face and readjusting him in his arms. 
"Now let's see what we can do about that so I can get back to bed and put my 
arms around your beautiful mom." 
 
Rocking him back and forth, he began to rub William's back in circles and softly 
started singing again, "Jeremiah was a bullfrog..." 
 
The catch in her throat even thicker now, she somehow managed to make 
herself swallow, then quietly headed back to the bedroom. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Jo sat in her chair by the window, her eyes drawn to the nearly full moon in the 
sky. 
 
On some nights when reading a book wouldn't relax her, she'd sit in this spot and 
stare out at the night sky. Looking at the stars and moon was comforting to 
her, and she liked imagining who else in the world might be looking up at the sky at 
the same time doing the exact thing she was. 
 
Though she knew it was most likely wishful thinking, she couldn't help wondering if 
Sam was a restless sleeper who liked to look up at the stars too. 
 
And if he was, was he looking out his window right now the way she was? 
 
Probably not, but the slim possibility that he might be was comforting to her. 
 
It was a strange feeling, being excited and nervous about a man she'd only just 
met, but something happened between them today. 
 



She wasn't sure yet what it was, but she was sure that she wanted to do 
something about it, which was why she had decided earlier to go see him at his 
store tomorrow. 
 
When she had first met Ben, she'd felt an instant physical attraction to him, but 
with Sam, it felt like something deeper than that. 
 
Yes, he was tall and handsome with incredible blue eyes, but he seemed kind-
hearted and sincere, and when he had his arm around her, he made her feel safe.  
 
And as much as she didn't want to think about the fact that he might already 
have a girlfriend or wife, she knew that when she saw him tomorrow, that was a 
real possibility. 
 
Still, she had to know if there was a chance for something more between them, 
and so she'd decided to put herself out there. 
 
She only hoped that she was making the right decision. 
 
Taking one last look at the stars, she closed the curtain and crawled into bed, 
exhausted, but hopeful. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
18: A New Day 
 
 
Sam stood by the kitchen counter, staring at the toaster, impatiently waiting for 
it to pop out his toast.  
 



He never overslept, but on this morning he did, and now he was paying for it. His 
coffeemaker was taking twice as long to make his coffee as usual, and his  
toaster was apparently on the slowest setting possible. 
 
Of course, these things weren't really true, but to someone who simply wanted 
to hurry up and get to work, it seemed that way. 
 
No, that wasn't true either. 
 
There was one reason why he was anxious to get to the store this morning and 
one reason only. 
 
Jo. 
 
After finally falling asleep last night, he woke up with her still on his mind, and 
now it seemed like he couldn't get to work fast enough on the off chance 
that she'd come see him today. 
 
Sure, he knew he was over the top in terms of what his expectations were 
concerning Jo, but he couldn't stop himself from feeling the emotions that she 
had stirred in him. 
 
When they met yesterday, he was immediately drawn to her the same way he'd 
first been drawn to Rachel, and he wanted...no, he *needed* to find out more 
about her, but first he'd have to actually see her again, and having her come 
back to his store was the best chance he'd have of that. 
 
And so he needed to get there early enough in case she decided to drop in right 
when he opened. 
 
Both his toast and coffee finally ready, he finished his breakfast in record time, 
then got the rest of himself ready for the day and out the door in less than 
fifteen minutes. 



 
~~~~ 
 
Jo's wrist wasn't as sore as it was last night, but it was still stiff, and she'd have 
to be careful not to overdo the next couple of days, especially when she was 
cleaning up things around the inn. 
 
As she got dressed for the day, she'd definitely made up her mind to go to The 
Book Mark and see Sam, and although she was nervous, she had to see if there 
really was something between them or if she'd just imagined the whole thing. 
 
Slipping on her shoes, she checked herself one last time in the mirror, then 
headed downstairs. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Elsie walked out to the kitchen with purpose, the plan she'd formulated in her 
head as she got dressed earlier ready to be put into motion. 
 
She'd start by making Jo her favorite breakfast, then later she'd ask Bob and 
Sarah if they could help her tidy up the inn today in preparation for some guests 
that were booked for an overnight stay. 
 
She didn't want Jo lifting anything heavy and although she knew it was an 
imposition to ask for their help, she also knew that they would both say yes. 
 
Pleased with her idea, she grabbed some eggs and bacon out of the refrigerator 
and set them on the kitchen counter. 
 
~~~~ 
 
Scully carefully lifted William out of the crib and kissed his cheeks several times 
before lowering him onto the floor mat so she could change his diaper. 



 
"And how are you doing today, little man?" she asked, cupping his face in her 
hands. "Did you sleep well last night after your daddy took care of you?" 
 
His big eyes widened as she grabbed a clean diaper and the box of wipes. "Do you 
remember that song he was singing to you? I've sung that to you lots of 
times, haven't I?" she asked, taking off his pajamas, then kissing his bare belly. 
 
"Jeremiah was a bullfrog, was a good friend of mine," she sang, removing his 
diaper and wiping him off. 
 
William's pudgy legs began to kick. 
 
She smiled. "So you do remember, don't you?" Quickly putting on a new diaper 
before he could squirm around too much, she continued, "I never understood a 
single word he said, but I helped him drink his wine, and he always had some mighty 
fine wine...singin' joy tothe world, all the boys and girls now..." 
 
He flapped his arms and kicked his legs again. "Oh, so now you want to dance, 
huh?" Scooping him up off the floor, she held him to her chest and slowly 
moved around the room. "Joy to the fishes in the deep blue sea. Joy to you and 
me." 
 
"Catchy tune, huh?" remarked Mulder as he walked into the room. 
 
"It was when you were singing it last night," she replied with a smile. 
 
"Were you spying on me, Agent Scully?" he teased as he kissed his son on the 
head, then kissed her. 
 
"It wasn't so much spying as it was watching." 
 
He laughed. "Well then, that's okay." 



 
"Thank you for getting up with him last night, by the way," she said, walking over 
to the dresser and taking out an outfit for William to wear. "I didn't 
even hear him." 
 
"You don't have to thank me for that, but you can thank me for the two pound 
diaper I had to change." 
 
"Two pounds, Mulder?" she commented, raising her eyebrow as she set their baby 
back down in the crib so she could dress him. 
 
"At least," he answered, trying to keep a straight face. 
 
"Okay, well thanks for changing his two pound diaper and taking care of him...and 
now you can take care  of me by fixing me something for breakfast." She stood 
on her tiptoes and pulled him down for a kiss. "Please. I'd appreciate it." 
 
"Sure, I can do that. You finish getting the little guy ready, and I'll go downstairs 
and see what I can find." 
 
"Thanks, Mulder. We'll be down in a few minutes," she said, turning her attention 
back to her son. 
 
"You're lucky you have such a sweet daddy, William." She slipped a shirt over his 
head, then pulled some pants up over his legs. "And so am I," she whispered 
as she bent down and kissed his forehead. "Now let's go have some breakfast." 
 
~~~~ 
 
"Mmmm...something smells good in here," remarked Mulder as he sauntered into 
the kitchen. "So what's the occasion, Elsie?" 
 



"It's breakfast time. Why else would I be making eggs and bacon?" she answered, 
flipping a piece of bacon in the pan. 
 
As always, her feisty spirit amused him and he chuckled. "Would you like some 
help?" 
 
"You know how to cook, Bob?" 
 
"I know the basics, and I've been told that I make a pretty mean plate of 
scrambled eggs. Just ask Sarah." 
 
"Ask me what?" asked Scully as she walked into the kitchen with William on her 
hip. 
 
He walked over to his wife and child and kissed both of them on top of the head. 
"Elsie here doesn't believe I can make scrambled eggs. Care to enlighten her?" he 
teased. 
 
She looked up at Mulder and smiled. "Actually, they're one of the few things he 
*can* make well, Elsie."  
 
Elsie flipped another piece of bacon, then walked over to the cupboard to get a 
bowl. "Okay then, here you go, Bob." She set the bowl down on the counter in  
front of him. "Dazzle me with your cooking expertise." 
 
"Okay, if you insist, but only if you let Sarah finish cooking the bacon for you and 
you hold this little guy," he countered, taking his son from Scully's arms 
and standing next to her. 
 
Elsie turned towards the little boy and pressed her fragile hand against his cheek. 
"Well, good morning, young man. How are you on this fine day?" 
 
William awkwardly reached out and tried to touch her arm. 



 
"I think he wants you to hold him and let us finish making breakfast," suggested 
Mulder, knowing that he had Elsie right where he wanted her. 
 
She turned away for a moment and took a piece of bacon out of the pan, then 
turned her attention back to the bright-eyed boy staring at her. "Is that what  
you want, William?" 
 
"Of course it's what he wants, right little one? Now why don't you have a seat 
over here and visit with William while Bob and I finish up with breakfast for you." 
 
"Okay," she finally relented. "Let's see what you can do with those eggs, Bob." She 
handed her tongs over to Sarah and walked over to the kitchen table, 
then adjusted herself in the chair to make room for William. 
 
"Here you go, buddy. You visit with Elsie while your mom and dad make us all 
something to eat," he said softly, carefully placing his son in her arms. 
 
Mulder waited until Elsie was able to get him settled into a safe and comfortable 
position on her lap, then walked over to the carton of eggs already sitting on the 
counter. 
 
Pleased with himself for getting Elsie to sit down and rest, he leaned over and 
kissed Scully's hair as she tended to the bacon. "Thanks for helping me with  
this," he whispered, sneaking one more look at his son and the kind old woman 
protecting his family before cracking the eggs into the bowl.  
 
"Looks like I'm late to the party. What's going on down here?" asked Jo as she 
walked into the kitchen. 
 
"Bob's making scrambled eggs for everyone, Sarah's making the bacon, and 
Master William here is making sure they do it right," replied Elsie, kissing the 
baby's cheek.  



 
"I wish you would've called me sooner. I could've helped," said Jo, sitting down in the 
chair beside Elsie, then ruffling William's hair. 
  
"Nonsense. You need to be resting that wrist of yours," commented Elsie sharply. 
 
"How does it feel today?" asked Scully, turning down the heat on the stove before 
walking over to her and carefully taking hold of her arm. "It looks like the 
swelling's gone down." 
 
"Yeah, I think it's better. It's still a little stiff though." 
 
"That's to be expected. I think another day or two and it should be back to 
normal. Now that the swelling's down though, I'd like to put a bandage wrap 
around it for support. Do you have anything like that upstairs?" asked Scully. 
 
He loved watching her in doctor mode and couldn't help smiling as he sprinkled 
some shredded cheese on the eggs. "I can go look for something after we eat 
breakfast," he offered. 
 
"Thank you, Bob, but it's not necessary. You and Sarah have already helped me 
out so much." 
 
"And we'll continue to help you...if you need it," said Scully, gently squeezing her 
wrist. 
 
"The eggs are about ready, and it looks like the bacon's about ready too," called 
out Bob, turning off both burners, then proudly dumping the eggs into a big bowl 
before tending to the bacon. "Now let's eat, ladies." 
 
~~~~ 
 



"Are you sure you don't want any help, Bob?" asked Jo as she stood up from her 
chair. 
 
"No, I got it. You go upstairs and let Sarah help you with your wrist. We'll be fine 
down here, right buddy?" 
 
Mulder playfully tapped his boy on the nose and smiled, then started to clear the 
dishes off the table. 
 
"Are you okay with holding him a little longer while I clean up, Elsie?" 
 
"Of course, I am. He's such a well-mannered young man at the dinner table," she 
said, sweeping her palm over his little round head. "Go take care of your wrist, Jo. 
We'll be fine down here." 
 
"Let's go see what we can do then," said Scully, standing up from her own chair 
and walking towards the stairs. 
 
"You know, I really appreciate you helping me, Sarah," stated Jo as they headed 
towards her bedroom.  
 
Scully checked the bandage one last time to make sure it wasn't too tight before 
attaching the clips to hold it in place. "How does that feel? It's not too tight, is it?" 
 
"No, it's good. Thank you," Jo replied, pulling her sleeve down over her arm, then 
looking down at the floor. 
 
"Are you sure? I could rewrap it if it's not comfortable," she offered, though she 
got the distinct feeling that that's not what was making her friend feel 
uncomfortable at the moment. 
 
Jo suddenly stood up from the bed, walked over to the window. "I told you it's fine. 
It's just that..." 



 
"What is it, Jo? When you fell yesterday, did you get hurt somewhere else?" she 
asked, her voice filled with concern. 
 
"No, it's nothing like that. I guess I'm just feeling a little nervous. I mean, I know it's 
silly, and I know I shouldn't get my hopes up, but it's just...he's just so..." she rambled. 
 
Scully stood up and walked over to her, putting her hand on her shoulder. "Wait a 
minute. Now slow down. You're not making sense. What's this all about?" 
 
Still looking down at the floor, Jo turned around, then slowly looked up. "It's Sam." 
 
And just like that, it all made sense. 
 
The way she'd shyly talked about Sam yesterday, Mulder's observations about how 
she couldn't take her eyes off him at the bookstore, the expression on her 
face when Mulder mentioned that Sam wanted her to stop by the bookstore, her 
nervous behavior this morning... 
 
She'd seemed fine earlier during breakfast, although a little quieter than usual, 
but now that she was done eating, she couldn't stop thinking about the 
man who had been so kind to her yesterday. 
 
"You want to go to the bookstore to see him today, don't you?" 
 
Jo's mouth dropped open. "How'd you know that?" she asked, walking back over to 
the bed and plopping down on it. 
 
Scully smiled. "It's obvious. You like him and want to see him again." She walked 
over to the bed and sat down beside her, placing her hand on top of Jo's. "But 
you're not sure about it." 
 



Jo nodded her head. "When I first got up this morning, I felt good about going to 
see him today, but now I'm not so sure." 
 
"Why not? He asked you to come by the bookstore, didn't he?" 
 
"Yes, but what if he's married? What if he already has a girlfriend? What if he only 
asked me to stop by because he wants me to buy something?" she asked, the 
words tumbling out of her mouth. 
 
Scully squeezed the younger woman's hand and calmly said, "From what Bob told 
me about him yesterday, I don't think he asked you to visit him because he wants 
to sell you something." 
 
"You really think so?"  
 
"Yes, I do. From what Bob told me, Sam sounds like a nice guy."  
 
"He is." 
 
"Then you have no reason to be nervous, right?" she said reassuringly. "Now why 
don't you finish getting yourself ready and go pay Mr. Bailey a visit, and  
when you get back, you can tell me what kinds of books he sells in case I want to 
go there and buy something," she suggested, even though she already knew 
she'd be going with Mulder to his store later so they could check him out for 
themselves. 
 
"Okay...and thank you," replied Jo as she nodded gratefully. 
 
"Good luck," said Scully, moving towards the door. "And stop worrying," she called 
out as she headed towards the stairs. 
 
"Hey, what took you so long?" asked Mulder, holding William in his left arm as he 
walked out of the kitchen. "We thought you got lost up there, didn't 



we, Will?" 
 
"Jo just needed to talk for a bit," replied Scully, sitting down on the couch. 
 
As soon as he heard his mother's voice, William excitedly reached out for her. 
"What's wrong? Is she all right?" he asked, sitting down beside her, then handing 
her their wiggly son. 
 
Her sweet little boy now contentedly cuddled in her arms, she looked up at her 
husband and smiled. "I think she's going to be just fine." 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
 
19: Sparks 
 
 
Jo checked herself one last time in the rearview mirror, then looked at her 
watch.  
 
9:55. In another five minutes The Book Mark would be open, and Sam would be 
inside, straightening up his book displays and waiting on customers. 
 
And shortly after that, she would walk inside and pretend to be one of those 
customers.  
 
Who was she kidding? She wanted to be more than one of his customers. 
 
Sure, she'd met him only yesterday, but since then she couldn't seem to get him 
out of her mind. 
 



Was Sam really someone she could have something more with, or was she 
interested in him only because she desperately wanted someone to love and love 
her in return? 
 
She'd seen lots of movies, read lots of books where the two main characters 
shared an undeniable spark the moment they first met, and though she'd felt 
*something* when Sam had touched her yesterday, she wasn't sure she'd 
describe it as a spark. 
 
She'd felt something though when he'd put his arm around her, felt something 
when he'd tenderly touched her hand, when she'd looked into his deep blue eyes 
for the first time. 
 
The way she was acting seemed so crazy and so unlike her, yet there was 
something about this man that drew her to him, and she had to figure out what 
it was. 
 
Turning off the ignition, she took a deep breath, then got out of the car and 
headed down the sidewalk. 
 
~~~~                                                                                                        
 
Although his back was turned, he knew the moment he heard the door open, it 
was her. 
 
The room was filled with electricity and his mouth was dry as he turned around 
and took a look at the woman who'd kept him awake a good portion of the  
previous night. 
 
Her cheeks were pink from the cold, her hair slightly windblown, and he felt his 
breath catch in his throat as he watched her walk inside his store. Glancing  
down, he immediately noticed the wrap around her wrist beneath the bottom of 
her coat sleeve. 



 
"It's nice to see you again, Jo," he said nervously, his fingers tightly holding onto 
the counter for support. "How's your wrist?" 
 
"It's better today, thanks," she said shyly, looking up at him with those lovely green 
eyes of hers, then quickly looking down again at her bandaged wrist. 
 
"I'm glad to hear that," he replied. "Oh hey, now that you're here...and before I 
forget..." he rambled on awkwardly as he reached behind the counter and took  
out the missing glove he'd found. "I found this on the floor yesterday and thought 
it might be yours. Is it?" 
 
She took the glove from him, briefly examined it, then pulled its mate from her 
coat pocket. "I'd say it was a match, wouldn't you?" she responded, her already 
pink cheeks becoming darker. "Thank you." 
 
"You're very welcome, and now that we've gotten that out of the way, would you 
like a tour of the place?" he asked, finally feeling confident enough to move away 
from the counter and closer to her. 
 
She stuffed both gloves back into her pockets, unzipped her coat, and swallowed. 
"Thank you. That'd be nice." 
 
Before he knew it, his hand had gravitated to her lower back as he guided her 
towards the fiction section. "Here's where all the fiction books are, including a 
few of the latest bestsellers." 
 
He gave her a moment to scan the shelves, then gently pressed his hand against 
her back again, leading her over to the nonfiction books and biographies. "And 
here's my favorite section," he said proudly, "Although I wish I had more of a 
selection. You can never read too many biographies, in my opinion." 
 



She smiled. "I like biographies too. I recently read one about Emily Dickinson, and I'm 
currently reading about Elizabeth Barrett Browning." 
 
Her interest in the great poets intrigued him, and he couldn't help smiling back at 
her. "So, I suppose you've already read Neruda's "Memoirs" then?" he asked, pulling 
the book from the shelf and handing it to her. 
 
She took the book from him, flipped it over to scan the back cover. "Actually I 
haven't. Have you?" 
 
"Yes, I have. Did you know that he always wrote his poems in green ink?" he asked 
excitedly. 
 
"Actually, I did know that. It's because green is the color of hope...and many of his 
poems portrayed that." 
 
"Nothing wrong about feeling hopeful about things, is there?" he asked, his gaze 
focused on her eyes as she considered his statement. 
 
"No, there isn't," she said quietly, a slight smile crossing her face as she gazed 
back at him and fiddled with the book in her hand. 
 
Looking at her now, he couldn't help but wonder if they were thinking about the 
same thing, that maybe they were both referring to more than just Pablo 
Neruda. 
 
"So would you like to finish the rest of the tour now?" he asked, finally breaking 
the spell between them. 
 
Clutching the book to her chest, she nodded. "Do you have a children's section?" 
 
"Yes, I do," he replied abruptly, his mind immediately going into overdrive as he 
silently chastised himself for not even considering the possibility that she might  



already have a family of her own. "Um, it's right over here," he added, walking in 
front of her this time instead of touching her lower back. 
 
"I know it's not much right now, but I'm hoping to eventually add more to it." 
 
She bent down to take a look at the books for toddlers. "That's okay, Sam. At 
least you have a few books to start with, and as more people discover what a 
great store you have here, maybe you'll be able to expand it into something more," 
she remarked, looking back up at him with a smile. 
 
Her words of encouragement touched him and for a moment, he forgot that the 
wonderful woman in front of him probably already had a man and a child in her 
life. 
 
"Could you recommend something for me?" she asked, pulling out "The Very Hungry 
Caterpillar" by Eric Carle and thumbing through the pages. 
 
He swallowed, anxiously ran his tongue along his bottom lip. "For your son or your 
daughter?" he asked quietly. 
 
She stood up then, the book still in her hand, and looked at him curiously. "Neither, 
it's for some friends of mine. Bob, the man who helped me out yesterday when  
I fell and his wife Sarah...they have a little boy, and I wanted to get something for 
him." 
 
Almost instantly his shoulders relaxed as he tried to process what she'd just said. 
She didn't have a child, which meant that maybe she didn't have a husband or 
boyfriend either. "So you don't have any children then?" 
 
"No, I don't," she replied, her expression a mixture of longing and regret. "Do you?" 
she then asked, quickly changing the subject. 
 
"No, but I'd like to someday." 



 
"Me too," she said quietly. 
 
"Would you go out with me?" he suddenly asked, surprising both himself and her as 
he stepped closer. 
 
Tilting her head to the side, she rubbed her thumb along her bottom lip and 
considered his request. "What did you just say?" 
 
Feeling even braver now, he took hold of her free hand. "I said I'd like to take you 
out...that is, if you want to," he stated hopefully. 
 
She looked down at his hand holding hers and squeezed it, then looked up at him 
and shyly replied, "I'd like that." 
 
Though it was exactly what he was hoping for, her answer caught him off guard, 
and for a moment, he just stood there looking at her with a blank expression on 
his face. 
 
"Sam? Are you okay?" she asked, squeezing his hand again. 
 
Snapping himself out of his dazed stupor, he smiled at her and replied, "I'm better 
than okay." 
 
~~~~ 
 
"So tell me again about this Sam," said Scully as she tucked the blanket around 
William's small body and got him situated in the stroller. 
 
Mulder closed the car door and walked over to her side. "He's the owner of that 
new bookstore over there," he replied, gesturing across the street. 
 



She started pushing the stroller. "And you thought he seemed like an okay guy 
when you were with him yesterday?"  
 
"I guess so. He didn't have to help Jo when she fell on the sidewalk yesterday, but 
he did, and I think Jo was pretty happy about that." 
 
"So you said." She stopped the stroller at the corner and looked up at the light. 
"Well, Jo deserves someone nice," she added matter-of-factly. 
 
"Yes, she does, but I'd still feel better if we checked him out a little more, Scully." 
 
"She's a grown woman, Mulder." 
 
"I know she is, but that doesn't mean I'm going to stop worrying about her." 
 
"Well, she did seem kind of confused when she talked to me about him this 
morning." Arriving at the bookstore, she looked in the window and smiled. "But 
apparently she isn't anymore. Mulder, look." 
 
Mulder looked inside the window at Sam holding onto Jo's hand and though he was 
pretty sure that this was a good thing for Jo, he still felt protective of her. 
After all, she'd watched out for him and kept his secret since he came to Clyde, 
and it was only right that he should take care of her as well.  
 
Before Scully could stop him, he opened the door and headed straight over to 
where the two of them were standing. "Hey Jo, how come you left without telling  
us? We would've been glad to give you a ride so you wouldn't have had to drive, 
especially since your wrist is probably still a little sore." 
 
Startled by Bob's sudden appearance, Sam quickly let go of Jo's hand and took a 
step away from her. 
 



"Bob, what are you doing here?" asked Jo who was caught off guard by him as 
well, but then quickly composed herself. "Oh, and hi Sarah," she added as she 
watched her push the stroller towards her. 
 
"Hello, Jo." She looked at her friend, then at Sam and smiled. "After Jo told us 
about your new store, we thought we'd come in and check it out for ourselves."  
Holding out her hand, she introduced herself. "Hi, I'm Sarah. This is my husband 
Bob...and this is our son William." 
 
"Actually, we sort of met yesterday, although I don't think we were formally 
introduced," said Sam, firmly shaking Bob's hand as he looked him in the eye. He 
crouched down by the stroller and gently shook William's tiny hand. "Nice to meet 
you, young man. Did you come in here to help your mom and dad pick out some 
books for you? You know, I think I've got just the thing for you." 
 
Sam stood up again and reached over towards the shelf, pulling out "Goodnight 
Moon" and handing it to Scully. "This is a classic and one I recommend to all new  
parents." 
 
Mulder watched Scully thumb through the book, then glanced over at Jo, who 
was watching Sam. It was obvious that she liked the man, and he could see why. 
He was confident and charming and was clearly interested in her as well. 
 
"I've heard of this book before," remarked Scully as she crouched down next to 
the stroller and held the book above her baby so he could see the colors on the  
cover. "So what do you think, little one? Would you like mommy and daddy to read 
this to you tonight?" 
 
Mulder lowered himself down next to the other side of the stroller and watched 
with fascination as his son excitedly kicked his legs at the sound of his mother's  
voice. "I think that's a yes, mommy," he declared, smiling at his wife and chuckling 
at the fact that he didn't feel the least bit uncomfortable about calling her 
"mommy" in front of a complete stranger. 



 
Scully stood back up and so did he, taking the book from her hand and giving it to 
Sam. "We'd like to get this book, but we'd like to look around a little more before 
we do." 
 
"No problem. I'll just set it over here by the register until you're ready to check 
out," he offered. 
 
"Thank you, Sam." She nudged Mulder's arm, discreetly trying to lead him towards 
another part of the store. 
 
"What?" he asked, clearly not getting the message. 
 
Scully glanced over at Sam and Jo, who were already walking over to a different 
part of the store, then looked up at him as she raised her eyebrow. 
 
Understanding her this time, he took over the stroller and pushed their son 
towards the nonfiction section. "So Mulder, what do you think?" whispered Scully.  
"Does he pass the test?" 
 
Mulder picked up a book about basketball and pretended to look at it, stealing a 
glance at the two of them. "He does so far," he whispered back. 
 
"I think so too." She took the book out of his hands and placed it back on the 
shelf. "What do you say we get out of here and leave them alone? Then you can 
take us out to lunch," she suggested, brushing her finger over William's cheek. 
 
He smiled down at his boy, then gently rubbed his round belly. "Looks to me you 
don't need any lunch, little man, but I'll take you and your mom anywhere you 
want to go." 
 
"How about the deli I saw down the street?" 
 



"Okay, the deli it is. You get him bundled up, and I'll pay for the book." 
 
"Hey Sam, I guess we're ready to check out now," he called out, taking note of 
how close Jo was standing by him as they talked over on the other side of the 
small store. 
 
"Sure thing, Bob," he said as he walked towards the cash register, closely followed 
by Jo. 
 
"Are you guys going back to the inn now?" she asked, bending down briefly so she 
could give William a quick pat on the head. 
 
"We're going to have some lunch first, then head back and help Elsie. She's got 
some guests coming later today, and surprisingly, she asked us if we could help  
her with some cleaning," answered Mulder. 
 
"What? She didn't mention anything about that to me at breakfast," said Jo, 
clearly agitated. 
 
"That's because she wants you to take care of your wrist and not overdo," 
stated Scully. "And we don't want you to overdo either," she added, brushing her 
hand over Jo's wrist. 
 
"After all you and Elsie have done for us, it's no big deal. We're glad to help," 
explained Mulder as he paid for the book. "Now why don't you stay here for a while  
and visit with Sam some more. Since he doesn't have any customers right now, 
I'm sure he wouldn't mind the company, right Sam?" asked Mulder, picking up the 
book and tucking it into the diaper bag hanging from the stroller. 
 
"You are more than welcome to stay, Jo," he said hopefully, then added, "But only 
if you want to." 
 
Jo cheeks reddened. "Sure, I'll stay." 



 
"There then, it's all settled. We'll see you back at the inn later," said Mulder, 
placing his hand on the small of his wife's back and quickly leading her towards the  
door before either of them could say anything else. 
 
Once outside the store, Scully turned to him and remarked, "So much for 
subtlety, Mulder." 
 
He grinned. "That's me, Mr. Subtle." 
 
"Whatever you say, Mr. Subtle," she said playfully. "So I guess this means you're 
okay with Jo seeing Sam then." 
 
"I saw the way he was looking at her just before we left, and it told me what I 
needed to know," he replied simply. 
 
"So you're Mr. Subtle *and* Mr. Romantic," stated Scully, smiling up at him. 
 
"I can be," he said, wrapping his arm around her and pulling her in closer for an 
impromptu kiss. "And maybe later if you play your cards right, Mr. Romantic will  
show you what else he's capable of," he added, waggling his eyebrows as he kissed 
her hair, then let go of her. 
 
"Then I guess we better hurry up and eat our lunch so we can get back to the 
inn and I can get my cards in order, huh?" she teased, taking hold of the stroller  
handle again.  
 
He tilted his head back and laughed, then put his hand beside hers on the stroller 
and together they pushed their son down the sidewalk. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 



 
20: Date Night 
 
 
On their first date, he took her to the ice cream shop. 
 
At the time, he didn't have much money so getting desserts rather than  
entire dinners was the best option, and while she could tell that he was  
frustrated that he couldn't afford to get her something more, she was  
more than happy to simply be with him. 
 
She ordered a strawberry milkshake. Allan got the hot fudge sundae with  
extra nuts on the top. In between bites, they talked about everything and  
nothing, and when they finished their delicious treats, they went outside  
and sat at one of the picnic tables and talked some more. 
 
It was a full moon that night and warm, the slight sway of the trees  
providing just enough of a breeze to make it tolerable, but she didn't  
care about any of that. 
 
All she was interested in was the handsome young man sitting next to her  
on the picnic table bench. They sat side by side, his leg touching hers,  
his fingers lightly tapping on his thigh as he told her about his  
brother's new carpentry business. 
 
"Is it okay if I hold your hand, Elsie?" he asked shyly, his fingers now  
still. 
 
Her cheeks instantly felt warm, her palms sweaty. "I'd like that," she  
replied, quickly sliding her hand across her lap, hoping to brush away  
some of the moisture. 
 
He held out his hand then, and she placed her palm in it, her skin  



sizzling even more now as he closed his fingers around hers. "This is  
nice," he said, looking down at their clasped hands, then standing up and  
pulling her up with him. 
 
She squeezed his hand and smiled. "Yes, it is." 
 
"We should probably head back to your house now. It's almost 10:00, and I  
wouldn't want your parents to worry about you. So what do you think,  
should we take the shortcut and walk over to Clark Street, or should we take 
the long way?" he asked, tucking a few loose strands of hair behind her ear. "I 
know what I'd like to do, but it's up to you, Elsie." 
 
He tilted his head, his big brown eyes filled with hope as he waited for  
her decision, and though it was later than she thought it was, she didn't  
have to think very long about her answer. 
 
Squeezing his hand again, she leaned against his arm and replied, "Let's  
take the long way." 
 
~~~~ 
 
They'd dated many times for many years before they actually had what most 
people would classify as a "date." 
 
To him, every time they ate together at a restaurant, sat in one of their cars 
for hours on a stakeout, flew or drove somewhere for a case, or simply hung out 
at either of their apartments, it was a date. 
 
Of course, Scully probably wouldn't consider any of those times as dates, but he 
did. Any of the in-between times when they weren't directly involved in an 
investigation were like gold to him, giving him the chance to get to know the real 
Scully. They'd talk about everything and nothing during these times, and it was 
one of the things he enjoyed the most about their relationship. 



 
But then they kissed, and everything changed. 
 
Of course, everything had already been changing for years before then, but it 
was after their New Year's Eve kiss that he knew for certain he wanted more 
than just the "in-between times." 
 
The kiss itself was nice enough, but it was the expression on Scully's face 
afterwards that he cherished even more. Although the sparkle in her eyes as she 
tilted her chin up and looked up at him lasted only for a few seconds, it told him 
what he already knew. 
 
He wanted more. 
 
"What are you thinking about over there, Mulder?" she asked, her soft voice 
interrupting his thoughts as she took out some diapers from the bottom drawer 
of the dresser. 
 
He turned away from the window and walked over towards her, adjusting William 
in his arms. "Our first date." 
 
Pressing a kiss to their son's cheek, she smiled. "Which one? Going to the premiere 
of The Lazarus Bowl or Caddyshack night?" 
 
"The Lazarus Bowl, Scully? Really? You know I erased that cinematic nightmare 
from my memory years ago." He handed William to her. "Now that cute little black 
dress you wore that night...that's a different story," he said, grinning. "That's 
made an appearance in many a dream over the years." 
 
Despite her attempt not to, she smiled. "Mulder..." 
 
"You were pretty hot back then." 
 



She kissed her baby boy's cheek and carefully placed him in his crib. "Back then, 
Mulder?" she remarked, playfully raising her left eyebrow. 
 
Pulling her into his arms, he pressed his lips against hers, his tongue slipping into 
her mouth as he moved his hands up to her cheek. "But you're even hotter now," 
he said breathlessly as they separated. 
 
She looked up at him then, her cheeks tinged with pink, her eyes shining. "Good 
answer." 
 
"I know," he added, pressing a quick kiss to her hair before quietly leading her out 
of William's room and into their bedroom. 
 
"So what's going on, Mulder? Why were you thinking about Caddyshack night?" 
 
He smiled at her correct recollection, then answered, "I was just thinking about 
Jo and Sam. You know they're out on their first date tonight, right?" 
 
"And?" 
 
"And I hope it goes well for her." 
 
"Is there any reason why it wouldn't?" 
 
"Not really. It's just that I think she really likes this guy, and well, I guess I just want 
things to work out for her, that's all." 
 
"So do I. Sam seems really nice." She sat down on the bed, pulling him down beside 
her then. "And you're pretty nice too," she added, pushing him backwards and lying 
on top of him, then sliding her hand underneath his t-shirt. "You know, our son is 
probably going to sleep for the next several hours." 
 



Before she could stop him, he swiftly rolled her over so she was now beneath him, 
his own hand quickly sliding under her blouse and cupping her breast. "Whatever 
shall we do with our time, Agent Scully?" he playfully asked, undoing her buttons 
with his other hand. 
 
Reaching down between them, she ran her fingers along his zipper, then started 
to unbuckle his belt and replied. "Oh, I think we can come up with a few ideas..." 
 
~~~~ 
 
It was always intense with Ben. 
 
From their first date to the night she decided to leave him for good, everything 
about their relationship was intense, magnified. Their conversations, their 
arguments, the sex...it was all filled with unending passion and drama.  
 
Having limited dating experience before she met Ben, she was intrigued with his 
larger than life personality and the way he made her the singular focus of his life, 
but as time went on, things slowly began to change. *He* changed, and though 
she knew the way he treated her wasn't what she deserved, she didn't have 
anyone else or any other place to go. 
 
And so she just accepted it...no, she excused it. The harsh words, the bruises, the 
accusations...she excused it all.  
 
Of course, he was upset about losing his job. Why shouldn't he be angry that 
someone cut him off while he was driving home? And she really should've cleaned 
up the kitchen and had the laundry done before he came home each night. It was 
her job after all. 
 
Every time he took out his anger and frustration on her, she found a way to 
rationalize it and he found a way to apologize to her and beg for her forgiveness. 
 



It was what they did and what she accepted. 
 
But now as she sat across the table in the restaurant from Sam and listened to 
him telling her about the small town he came from and how happy he was to be in 
Clyde now, she never felt more comfortable. 
 
And safe. 
 
Looking into Sam's deep blue eyes as he spoke, she already knew that regardless 
of whether or not their relationship blossomed into something more romantic, he 
was someone she could trust, but even more important than that, someone who 
would never hurt her. 
 
"Have I told you how nice you look tonight, Jo?" he remarked, not taking his eyes 
off her as he placed his cloth napkin on the table. "That dress really brings out the 
green in your eyes." 
 
His kind words instantly caused her cheeks to warm and her eyes to well up, and 
although she knew it was silly to get so emotional about such a simple compliment, 
no one had ever said anything like that to her before.  
 
Not Ben. Not anyone. 
 
The concerned look that crossed Sam's face as he waited for a response made 
her feel even more vulnerable, but somehow she managed to pull herself 
together. "Thank you, Sam," she said softly, looking down and blinking her watery 
eyes. 
 
"Hey, are you okay?" he asked, reaching his hand across the small table. 
"I didn't mean to upset you." 
 
Her head still down, she took a deep breath, then looked up at him and placed her 
hand on his. "You didn't upset me, Sam. It's just that..." 



 
"It's just that what?" 
 
"It's just that I haven't had a night like this in a really long time, and I...I just wanted 
you to know how much I've enjoyed myself. Thank you for dinner...and for 
everything else," she said, briefly squeezing his hand before pushing her chair back. 
 
Seemingly satisfied with her answer, he smiled. "I had a nice time too so maybe I 
should be thanking you." He pushed his own chair back, then stood up. "May I help 
you with your coat?" 
 
Before she even had a chance to answer, he took her coat off the back of the 
chair and wrapped it around her, then grabbed his jacket. "Now that you have 
your missing glove back, you better make sure you put both of those on too. It 
looks like it's starting to snow outside again, and I don't want you to get too cold," 
he stated as he looked out the window and put on his own jacket. 
 
His concern for her well-being warmed her heart, and she made sure to button 
up all the buttons on her coat before checking to see if he was doing the same. 
"Here, you missed one," she said, boldly reaching over and buttoning the bottom 
button on his jacket. "I don't want you to get cold either." 
 
"Thank you," he said, glancing out the window again at the now steadily falling 
snow. "Looks like the snow's already coming down harder. We should probably get 
moving." He adjusted the collar on her coat, then took hold of her hand. "Are you 
ready, Jo?"  
 
Tightly holding onto his hand, she leaned into his arm, and smiled. "As ready I'm 
going to be." 
 
"Well, be careful. Remember what happened the last time you hurried too fast 
across an icy sidewalk," he teased as they carefully navigated their way out to 
the parking lot. 



 
Of course, she remembered. She remembered every detail. 
 
The way he'd gently lifted her up off the sidewalk and protectively put his arm 
around her. The calmness in his voice. The tiny flecks of gray sprinkled in those 
beautiful blue eyes of his...she'd memorized all of it. 
 
And now as he guided her towards his car, his hand tightly holding onto hers, their 
shoulders touching and the snow swirling around them, she knew that being 
careful with him was the last thing she wanted. 
 
"Of course, I remember what happened. I remember everything about that day, 
Sam," she said quietly, pressing a kiss to his cheek before she changed her mind, 
then opening the car door and getting inside. "So, are you just going to stand out 
there in the snow all night, or take me home?" she asked, rather pleased with 
herself as she looked up at him. 
 
Sam tilted his head back and laughed, the steam from his breath wafting up into 
the darkening sky. "I guess I'm taking you home," he chuckled as he closed her 
door, then hurried around to his side and got into the car. "Oh, and just in case 
you're wondering," he said, his lips curving into a smile as he pulled his own door 
closed. "You're not the only one who remembers everything." 
 
He turned towards her then and she turned to him, neither of them saying a 
word as she gently brushed her hand across his and squeezed his fingers. 
 
They didn't need to. 
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